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ActvsPxiMvs. Sczana Pra, 


Fg Ty 


Enter at one dore a Funerall, a Cornet lying on the Heare; 
Scutchins and Garlands hanging on the fides , attended by 
Gaſparo Trebatzi, Duke of Millan, Caltrachuo , Sinezi ; Pio 
ratto Fluello, and others at another doye: Enter Hipolito #: 
e0 4 Gentleman hut fried, las 


diſcontented appearance : Ma 
w/xen g to bell him backe,/ 
Duke. ja 
Ehold, yon Commer ſhewes his head againe ; 
Twice hath he thns ar ctoffe-turnesthrowne on 18 
Prodigzouslookes : Twice hath he eronbled 
The waters of out eyes, Sce, hee'sturn'd wilde; 
Go on in Godsname. | +- 4 LT! | 

All. Onaforethere ho, 

Duke Kinſmenand friends, take from your manly ſides 
Your weapons to keepebacke the defperate boy | 
From doing violence to the innocent dead. 

Hipolito [pray thee deare Farheo. 


Afatheo Come yare mad. 


| Hip. Ido arreſithee marderer : fet downe. 


Villaines ſer downe that ſorrow, 'tis all mme. * 
Duke I dobeſeech you all formy blouds fake 


Send hence your eas 1/219 and tet wrath 

Joyneth confederacy with'your weaponspoints ; | 

It he proceed to vex us, ler your ſwords | 

Seeke out his bowels : funerall gnefe loathes words. 
All Seton. Hip. Set downe the body. 
Mat, OmyLord! © /rns; 

Yeare wrong : 1 thopen ſtreet? you ſee ſhee's dead. 
Hep. Tknow ſhe isnotdead. _ | a 
Duke Franticke yong man, wy ps TRE 

Wuk thou bclerye cheſe Gentlemen ? pray ſpeake ; 


_þ2 Thou 
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Th; H ef pls 


Thoy Jolt abuſe my child , and mock the teares: 
That hereareſhed 4 or her : If robehold 

Thoſe roſes withered, that ſet out hercheekes: 

That paire of ſtarres that gave her body light, 
Darkned and dim for ever : All thole rivers 

That fed her ygines with warm and crimſon ftreames 
Frozen abdUrtedup :1tthele be fignes of death, 
Thenis ſhe dead: Thou unreligious youth, 


 Artnotaſbantd to emptieall theſe cies. 


Of tanerallteares(a a debt due; tothe.dead) 
As murthsto the-living.s Shams (t chow not, \.-.... 
To have them tare on thee! rk, thou-art cuvlk,, 
Even to thy tace, by thoſe that Carce.can ſpeake. 
Hip, My Lord. 
Dake What wouldfttthoy [ANTE the not dead?, | 
Hip. Oh, you, ha,kild herby critelty.[-/ i +, 
De. {40k had, thou kil'(þ, her now againe; - 
And art mote lavage theua.batbarous Moore. 
Hip, Let mebutkiſſe her pale and bloodleſſe” 'lip. 
_ O fie, fie, he. 
Hip. Or it not touch her, It me look on het's 
Mat, As you regarded your honour. 
Hip. Honour ! ſmoake. 
at. Orityouloy'd her living, ſpare her now. 
Dake I, well donefir, you play the the Gentleman. 
Steale hence : *t1s nobly done: away : Le joyne 
My force to your, to ſtop this olenttorment: 


Paiſe on. Exeunt with Funeral. 


Hip. Matheo thou doſt wound me more. 


A7at. Tgive you-phylick noble friend, not wounds, | 


* + 


Duke Olwellaid, welldone, atrae gfoelemans. 
Alack, I know the ſeaof loyers [age 
Comes ruſhing with ſo, ſtrong ade tit beates 
And bearesdowneall relpeRts of life, of honour, 
Of friends, of foes, forget her Sian youth. 1]; 
Hip. Forget her? MY k 
Duke Na, na, bebut patient: _ _. | 
For why deaths hand bagh ed LE divorce... 
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 Twixt 


The- Honeſt Whoye. 


Twixt her and thee : what's beautie but a c oarſe? 
W hat but taire {and-dult are earths purelt formes: 
ucenes bodies are but truwkes to put 1n-wormes. 
Aatheo Speake no more ſentences, my good Lord,but lip 
hence ; you {ce they are bur fits, le rule him I warrant ye.I,ſo, 
tread gingerly , your Grace 18 heere ſomewhat too long alrea- 
dy. S'blood the jelt were now , it having tane ſome knockes 
o'th pate already, he {hould gerlooſe againe , and likea mad 
Oxc, tofle my new blacke-cloakes into the kennell.l muſt hi- 
mour his Lordthip:my Lord Hipelirce,isitin yourſtomacke to 
goeto dinner?.. | b 21241 » 
Flipolito W here is the body? 
AMatheo The body, as the Duke ſpake very wiſely, is gone | 
to be worm'd, 
Hipolico Icannotreſt, I'le meet it at next turne, 
Fe ſee how my loytIlookes, _. Mathes holds him in's armes. 
Aathea How your love lookes? worle then a ſcare-crow, 
wraſtle not with me:the greattcllow gives the fal for a ducat, 
- Hipolito I ſhall forget my (elte. 

Aatheo Pray doo, leave your ſelfe behind your ſelfe, and 
go whuther you will, S'foot,do you long to have baſe rogues 
that maintaine a {aint Anrhonies tire 1n their noſes(by nothing 
but two peny Ale)make ballads of youritthe Duke had but fo 
much mettle in hum, asin acoblers awle, he would ha bin a 
vext thing : he and lus trame had blowne you up, but that their 

owder haz taken the wet of cowards; you'le bleed three pot- 
mlesof Aligant, by this hght, if youfollow 'em, and then we 
ſhal have a hole made.n 4-wrong place; to have Surgeons role 
thee up like a babie 1n ſwadling clouts, 

Hipolito W hatdaysto days CMathes? 

Aatheo Yea mary,thits 1s an eafiequeltion : why to day is, 
let me fee, Thurſeday. = FHipolito O, Thurleday. | 
HMatheo Heere's a coile fora dead commodity, sfoote wo- 
men when they arealveare but dead commodities , for you . 

ſhall have many women. lieupon many mens hands. | 
Hipolito She died on monday then. 
Matheo Andthat'sthe moſt villanousday in allthe week 
ro.dic in;and ſhe was welhand eat a meſle of water-grevel on 
) i & "9 A3 monday 
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The Hoytſt Whove. 
monday mormng. Ef 

Hip, 1,1tcannotbe, 

Such a bright taper ſhould burne out t fo ſoone. 

Mar, Q yes my Lord, ſo ſoone : why 1 ha knowne then, 
that at dinner have Lane: as well, and had fo much health,that 
they were glad to pledge it,yet before three a clock have beene 
Cond dead drunke. 

Hip. Onthurſeday buried ! and on monday died, 

Quuck haſte birkahe's ſare her winding ſheete 

W as laid out for her body, and the wormes 

That now mult feaſt with her, were even beſpoke, 
And ſolemnly invited like ſtrange guelts. 

Mat. Strange feeders they areundeed my Lord , and like 
your jealter or yong Courtier, will enter upon anjmans tren” 
cher without biiding, +6 
_ Hip. Curlt be thatday for ever that rob*'d her 
Of breath, and me of blule, ;henceforth letie ſtand 
Withinthe Wizards booke(the kalender) 

Mark: with a marginall finger, tobe choſen 

Bythecves, by villanes, and black murderers, 

As the beſt-day for them to labourin. | 39:1] 

If henceforth this adulterons bawdie world | | 
Be got with child with treaſon, ſacnledge, | | 
Atheitme, rapes, treacherous friend(hip, | perjune. 
Slaunder,(the beggers finn« lies, (ſinne of Thoteey 
Or any other damn'dumpaettes, 

On 1fo-nday let'em bedelivered. 

I {veare tothee Mathaos, by my ſoule, 
Hcfeatter week'y onthat day Ie lew 
Mine cte-lids Jowne, becauſe they (hall not gaze 

Qn : any female cheeke. And being locktup 

Anmy cloſe chamber,there Plemeditate 

{On nothing but. my 7zf#/ices end, 

Or ona dead mans cull draw onemineowne. 

lat, Yowll doealltheſeggod workes now every mon- 
day, becauſe i: 15 ſo bad ; bur] hope upun rae{day morning I 
thallrake you with a wench. 

Ps If cyer whiltt tratle blood through. my veines ranne, 


On 
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On womansbeames Ithrow affefion, 

Save her that's dead: or that I loofely flie 

To'th ſhore of any other waftmg eie, 

Let menot proſper heaven. I will berrue, 

Even to her dſt and athes : could hertombe 

Stand whilſt I v'd fo long, thatit might rot, 

Thar ſhould fall downe, but ſhe be ne*re forgot, 

_ Mat, It you havethisſtrange monſter, Honeftie , in your 
belly , why fo J1g-makers and Chroniclers ſhall pickeome- 
thing out of you : but.and I {mell not you and a bawdy houſe 
out within theſe ten daies, Ier my note be as big as an Eng- 
liſh bag-pudding : Ile follow your Lord(hjp, though it be to 
the placeaforenamed, | E xennt. 


Enter Fultigo in ſome fantafticke Sea-(uite at one 
aore, a Porter meetes him at another. 

Fuſt.' How row Porter, will ſhe come ? 

Porter If I may truſta woman ſtr, ſhe will come. 

Feſt. There's for thy paines, godamercy, if ever I ſtand in 
need of a wench that will come with a wet finger, Porter,thou 
ſhalt earne my money before C/ariſ/imo in Villaine; yet fo 
god fa me ſhee's mine owneliſter body and foule, as1ama 
Chnſtian Gentleman ; farewell , te ponder till ſhee come : 
thou haſt beene ho bawd im fetching this woman,] aſſure thee. 
Porter No matter if I had fir , better-men then Porters are 
bawdes, FER 

Fuſt. O God fir, many that have borne Offices. But Por- 
ter art fare thou wenetſt into a true houſe ? 
© Porter Ithinke fo, for 1 met withno thieves. 

Fuft. Nay, bur art fure it was my lifter 71074. 

Porter lam fare byall ſuperſcriptions it was the party you 

Fuſt. Not very tall - (aphercd. 

Porter Not very low, a midling woman. 

Fauſt” Twas ſhe*faith,'twas ſhe,apretty plumpe cheek l1ke 

Porter At a bluſh, a little very much like you. (mane. 

Fuſft.Gods 1o,I would not for a duckat ſhe had kicktup her 
heeles, for I ha fpentan abhomination this voyage, mane LI 
ddit amongſt Sailers & Gentlemen:there's a lirtle mochcum 

more 
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more, Porter, for making thee tay, farewell honelt Porter, 


Porter 1am in your debt (ir, Godpreferye yous Exit, 


Enter V, z2la. 


Fu.Not ſo neither good Porter;zods lids, yonder. ſhecoms. 


Siſter Vio/a,k am glad co ſee you Hrring + : it's 'wewes to; haye 
me here, ilt not ſiſter 2? 


Viola Yestruſt me :1T wondred who ſhould bee fo bold ro 
ſend for me : your welcome to Lila brother. 


Feſt. Troth (iſter ] heard you were marned to a very rich 


chufle ; and I wasyery ſorry tor itythat Thad no betterclothes, 
and that maſte me ſeud: for you know we Millaners loye to. 


— = 


iruenp leather. And how doesall our fricads ? 


Vio 
to ſowe your wilde oates. 
Fyft. Apox on em; wilde oates,I hanotan oateto thro 


at a horſe ; troth ſiſter I ha ſowde my oates, and reapt; 200, 
duckatsif I had 'em here, marry I muſtentreat cha to lend me 
ſome thirty or forty till the (hippe come, bye WEE 
charge at my day, by this hand. 


Vials Theſe are your old oathes. - 
Fuft, Why filter, do you thinke Ile forſweare my had F 


Viola Well,well,you ſhall have them : put your ſelfeints' 
better falhion,becauſe I mult employ youn a {erious matter, 
Fuſt. He ſweate like a horſeit L like the matter, ' .,r_..... 


- :ola Y ou have calt off all yoar, old ſwaggering tumours. 
Fyft. T had not ailda league in that great fiſh-pond (the: 


wa) bat I calt up my very gall. 
' Viola lam the mare ſorry Ya for maſt employ atrue fwag- 
rerer./i| |] 
Faſt, Nay by LE: yron filter p chey f fhall findJam powger 
and touch-boxe, it they put fire once into. me... 
Viola. Then lend me yout eares. 
Fxſt,” Mine eares are yours geare liter. *FÞ 
Virla Tam martied toa man; that baz wealth enough , and 
wit enough. 
Fuſs. A Linget Draper L wastold (ifter. 
Viola” Very true, a grave Citizen I want LRN a 


vite can with trom a Tan ak but heere* sthe ſpite , hee haz, 


noe 


ery well ; you have travelled enough now, Itrow,, 
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notall things Ing to 2 man, 
Fuft. Gods my hite,hee's avery mandrake, orelſe (God 
icſſe us) one of theſe whiblins, and that's worſe,and then all 
the childrenthathe gets lawfully of your body ſiſter, . are 
baſtards by a ſtature. 
© Pie, Oyou runne over me too falt brother, I have heard it 
often (aid, that he who cannot be angry,isno man ;I am ſure 
my husband.isa man in print, forall things elſe, faye only in 
this, no tempeſt can move him. þ*1 
Fuft, Slid, would he had beene at ſea with us,he ſhould ha 
beene moy'd,and moy'dagen, for Ile be {worne la, our drun- 
ken ſhip reel'd like a Duechman. p! 
Viola No lofſe of goods canincreaſe 1n him a wrinkle , ng 
crabbed language make his countenance ſowre, the ſtubburn- 
nes of no ſervant ſhake him,he haz no more gall in him thana 
Dove,no more ſting then an Ant : Mufitian will hee never be, 
(yet I finde much muficke in him) but he loves no frets, and 
ks ſo free from anger , that timesI am ready to bite off 
my tongue , becauſe it wants ;that vertue whuch all womens 
20g. ca v0 (to anger their husbands ) Brother mine can by 
no thunder, turnehim into a ſharpeneſſe. 
Faſt. Belike hisbloud, fiſter, is well brewd then. 
Viola Iprotelt tothee Fuſtigo, I love hinyynolt afteQio - 
nately , but I know-not——=—T ha fach 3 tickling with- 
iy mec———-ſ{ch x ſtrange longing ; nay, verily 1 doe 
Poſt go Then y*are with child lifter, by all fignes and 
tokens ; nay, Iam partly a Phyfitian, and partly fomething 
elſe. I ha read A4lverrns Magnus , and Ariftotles Ems 
blemes. i528 
Viola Y*are wide ath bow hand ſtill brather : my longings 
are not wanton,but wayward : I long to haye my patienthuf- 
 bandeate upa. whole Porcupine , to the intent, the briſtling 
quils may ſticke about his lippes like a ffemmi\h' muſtacho, * 
and be ſhotat me : I ſhall x.) 59a then the'new Moone, un - 
lefleIcan make himbornemad, by 
Faſt. Sfoote halfe a'quarter of an houre does that : make 


bun a cuckold, © * Wart 4d 
Yak |” | B Viola 
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7 hc Honeſt Whore, 
Viola Vab, he would count ſuch acutnounkindneſfe, - 
Fyſt. The honelter Citizen he ; then make him drank and 
and cut oft his beard. | 
Viola. Fie, fie, wledle,hee' s no French-man to fret at the 
lofſe of a litrle ſcal'd hairs, No brother, chus it [hall bee, you 
makt be fecret. 5 5 (0 
Fa, As your Mid-wite I protelt liſter;or a Barber-ſurgeon, 
Viola Repaire to the T orzoys herein $.Chriftophers [trecte, 
I wil ſend you mony,turne your ſelfeinto a brave mantin{teed 
of the armes of yvur miſtreſle, lee your ſword and your milt- 
tary ſcarfe hang about your necke. 
Fuſt. I malt have a great Horſe-mans French feather too 
filter. | THR 08910 
Viola O,by any meanes,to ſhew your light head,elſe your 
hat will ſit likea coxcombe z to be briefe, you mult bein all- 


points a moſt terrible wide mouth'd ſwaggerer. , 

 Fuſt, Nay, tor fwaggering points leeme alone, , 
Viela Refort 1 to our ſhop,,. and (uz my husbandspre--+ | 

fence) kiſſe me, ſhach rings, jewels, or any thung) ſo you give 

t backeagen brother ſecret. CT 
Fuſe, By this hand (iſter. | 4! Rad? he oY $T.Ns 

Viola Sweare as if you came but ney from: Kryghe- 

fg. $f 

Fuſt. Nay, ile ſweareafter 400.4 yeare. 

Viola Swagger worle then a Lieyetenant among freſh- 
water ſouldiers, call me your loye, your ingle, your coſen, or 
{o ; but ſilterat no hand. b Bos "þ 412 

Fuſt, No, no,it (hall be cozen, or rather cozthat's the gul= | 
ling word betweene the Cittifens wives and their old dames, : 
that man'emto th: garden; to call you one a mine Aunts, 
iter, wereas good ascall you arrant whore :no,no,let me a« 
lone to cozen you rarely. fexi than | 

Viola HazheardT hayea brother, but neyer ſawhim,there- 
moet on a £004 face. GH, 72 
 Fuſt, Thebl in lan Tl warrant, | 
Viola Take up wares,but pay nothin2,rifle my boſome;my 
pocket,my purſe,the boxes for mony to dice withall; but bro-. 
cher, you mult give all backe agefm ſecret, | © 


| 6 i 6 4 L | | Fuſtigo 
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Fuſtigo By this welken that heere roaresT will; orelſc 


let me never know what a ſecret 1s : why filter do you thinke 
Ile cunny-catch you, when you are my cozen? Gods my life, 
chen1 were a Narke Afſe, if Ifretnorhisguts, beg me for a 


toole. | 
© Viola. BecircumſpeRt, and do fo then, farewell. 
 Fuſt.The Tortoys liſter?Ile ſtay therezforty duckats. Exit. 
Viola, Thuther Ile fend : this law-cannone deny, 
\V omen muſt havetheirlongings; or they die. Exit, 
hy the Duke, Dotter Benedick,two [erwants. 
D#, Givecharge thatnone doenter; lock the dores; 
Aud fellowes, what youreyes and cares receive, 
Upon your lives eruſl not the gadding ave 
To carry thelcalt part of it : the glaſſe, the houre-glaſle.. - 
Do, Here my Lord, * NAG» 
Ds, Ah,'tis meere ſpeni 


- 
- 


But Door Benedickdoesyour Art ſpeake truth? 
Art ſure the ſoporiferous ſtreame will ebbe,. 


And leave the Criſtall banks of her white body 
(Pure asthey were at firſt)jult at the houre? /. 
Do#. Juſt at the houre my Lord,  *, + 
Dx, Uncurtaine her: haps. 
Softly ſweet Doftor : what a coldiſh heate- -. | 
Spreadsoverall her body: 7:11 009 3 
Do#, Now itworkes?/'! ri 3 039205 1; 
The vitall ſpirits that by a lleepie-charme 
Werebound up faſt, and threw an icierult 
On her exteriorparts, now 'gn'to breakez/!- 11 | | 
Trouble hernot my Lord;? © * -7 F Ot, 6 
D#, Someſteoles Syoural'd. uu, 
For muſick, dd you nor?Oh ho, it ſpeakes; 
It ſpeakes, watch irs her waking, note thoſe fand,s j/ 


 Podtor fit downe :A Dukedome that ſhquld wey:mane. 


Owne downe twice, being putinto oneſtale; | 

And that fond deſperate boy. Hzpel:to, 
Making the weight up, ſhould not(at my hands) 

Buy herith tother, were ber ſtate mote light |}. |] 


Then hers, who makes x dowry up with alt Lino DIA 
om WO Aeon of Dots. 


| 


— 


T Tha Honeſt Whore, 


Dodtor Ile ſtarve her on the Appenine' | 
Ere he ſhall marry her.: I mult confeſſe, 
Hzpolito1s nobly borne, a man, 
Did notmine enemies blood bole in. bis Veunes, 
W hom I would court to be my ſon-in-law? 
But Princes whoſe high ſpleenes for empery fivell, 
Arenot with eafie Art made paralell.- 
2 Ser. .She wakes my Lord. -Dx. FookDodior Benedick, 
I charge you on your:hves maintaine for trach, 
W hat ere the Doftorormy ſelfeaverre. 
=p" you ſhall beare her henceto 3 
Inf. Oh God, what tearefull dreames? 
Doftor Ladie, to. ra: ns | 
Dake Guile, 
Why Infeliſha, howiſt now, by ſveake? | 
Inf. I me well, what makes chis Door here? I'me well, 
D:. Thou wert hot foevennow,ligknes pale hand. 
Laid hold on thee evemin/the deadii-offealting;, | 
And when a cap crown'd withthy-loyers health: 
Had touchd thy lips, a fenciblecold dew - 
Stood onthy K uu wa as if that death wept 
To ſee ſuch beautie altered. 
 Jof. Iremember 
I fate at banguer, but felrno ſuch change. 
Ds. Thou halt forgotten then hows meſſenger 
Came wildely inwith this ns re 
That he was dead. ©. | 
Tnf. W hat meſſenger? who's dead? 


D#. Hipolito,alack, wring not th _ 
h newes. 


Inf. I ſaw no meſſenger,heard no 
DoF. Truſt me you .did fweet 79 . 

| Da, Layounow, 23 Servants Yes indeed Madam; 
Dm, Fe you now, *tis well God knowes. 
Inf. You A ſlaine liz, and now you'le murder me. 
D#x. Good Infelsſha vex not thus thy ſelfe, 

Ofthisthe bad report! beforedid [ſtnke 

Socoldly to the ae tte iſ rents 

'X ie were allfrozen up. FOO 257+: 


The Honeſt Whore. 


Ivf. It untrue, 
"Tis moſt untrue, O moſt unnaturall father! 
D#x. And we had much to doe by Arts beſt cunning, 
To fetch lite back againe. p17 | 
Dot, Moſt certaine Ladie, 
D#, Why la younow, youlenot beleeve me, friends 
Sweate we notall,had we not much to do? 
2 Ser. Yesindeed, my Lord, much. : 
D#. Death drew ſuch fearefull pictures in thy face, 
That were Hipolito alive agen, | | 
He xzneele and wooethe noble Gentleman 
Tobe thy hugband : now I ſorer:pent 
My {hbarpnefle to himand his fannly; 
Nay, do not weep for him, we all mult die: : 
Doctor thus place where ſhe ſo ottharh feene 
Flis lively {aprurn—aparc her,does1tnot? 
Dot, Doubtleſle, ray Lord, it does. 
Dx. It does, at vCOCS. 
Theretore ſweet gurle thon ſhalt to Bergamo .' 
Tof. Even where you will, inany place there's woe. 
Ds. A Coachisready, Bergamo doth ftand 
In a molt wholſome aire, ſweet walkes, there's Deere, 
I, thou ſhalt hunt and ſend us ſome yeniſon, 
Which like ſome gods in the {oprian groves, 
Thine owne faire hand ſhallſtrike; firs, you ſhall teach her 
'Toſtand, and how to ſhoote,I,ſhe ſhall hunc: 
Caſt offthis ſorrow. In girle, and prepare 
This mghtto ndeaway to Bergamo. 
Inf. O molt unhappy maide. 
Ds. Follown cloſe, 
No words that ſhe was buried on your lives, 
Or thather ghoſt walkes now after {hee*s dead; 
He hang youif youname a tunerall. t | 
x Ser, llefpeake Greeke, my Lord, ere I ſpeake that dead- 
Iy word. ( Exennt. 
2 Ser, Andlle ſpeake Welch, whichis harder then Greek. 
Du, Away, look to her, Doftor Benedick, © 
Did obſerve how hercomplexionaltered ay 
m TE s - B3 Tpon 


Ex, 


The Honeſt Whore. 

Upon his name and death, O would ©were true, 
Do&. It may my Lord. | 

Da. May? how? I wilh bis death. 

Do&. And you may have your wilh ; ſay butthe word, 
And ”tisa ſtrong Spell to rw up his grave: 

I have good late with HHipolito; 
Hecals me friend, Lle creepe into lus boſome, 
And ſting him there to death ; potton cando'r, 

Ds, Performe Ut ; Le create thee halfe mine here. 

Do. Ic ſhall be done, although the fact be foule. 

D#, Greatneſle hides ſin, the gultupon my ſoule. Exennr, 

Enter Caſ\truchio, Pioratto, azd Fluello. ; 

Caſt.Signior Pioratto,lignior Flyello,ſhal'sbe merry?ſhal's 
play the wags now? FExaP'R Þ 

Els. I, any thing that may beget the child of laughter. 

Caſt. Truth I have a pretty ſportive conceit new creptinto 
my braine, will move excellent mirth. by \ (he? 

Pio, Let's ha't, let's ha't,and where ſhall che {cxne of mirth 

Caſt. At ſighior Candido*s houſe, the patient man, nay the 
monſtrouspatient manzthey ſay his blood 1s ummoveable, that 
he haz taken all patience from a man, andall conſtancie from 
a woman. Aya ontaalactiodw bats. 

Flu, That makes ſo many whoresnow a daies. |. 

C aſt. 1, and ſo:many knaves too. : fe1'© 

#109, \\Well ir. | bt $17 985" | 

Cz/t. To conclude, 'the report goes, he's ſo milde, ſo. affi- 
ble, to ſuffering, that nothing indeed can move him : now do 
batrhink what ſport 1t will be to make this fellow(the mirror 
rot Jasangry, as vext , andas mad agan Engluh Cuc- 
* kold. Wi 

» £4, O,'twereadmirable mirth, that :buthow wil'tbes 
done Sigmor? 97 

-Ca#t. Let mealone, | have a'trick ;a-conceit;, a.thing, a de- 
vice will thag him 1'faith, it he havebutathimblefull ofblood 
un's belly, ora ſpleene not fo big a8 taverne token. 

Pio. Thou fturelum 2 thoumovehim ? thouanger him? 
alas, t know lus approved temper. : thou vex bim-?2-why hee 
haz patience aboye mans injuries; thou mailt ſooner raiſe a 
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The Honeſt Who ve. 


ſpleene inan Angell,then roughhumourin him : why llegive 
younſtance tor it. This wondeefull temper'd lignior (andid? 
upon atime invited hqme to his houſe certaine Neapolitane 
Lords,of a curious taſt,and no meanepallats,con Juring his wife 
of all loves, to prepare cheere fitting for ſuch honorable tren- 
cher-men, Shee(jult ofa womans nature, coyetous to try the 
uttermoſt of yexation, and thinking at lalt co get theitare of 
his humour) willingly neglected the preparation, and became 
unfurni{h, not onely ot dainty, but of ordinary diſhes. He (ac- 
cording to the miliineſle of his brealt) entertained the Lords, 
and with courtly diſcourſe beguiled the time(as muchas a Cit- 
tizen might do 3) to conclude, they were hungry Lords , tor 
there came no meat in; their [tomackes were plainely gnll'd, 
and their ceeth deluded, and (1fangerconld have ſeiz'd 2 man) 
there was matter enough ytaith to vexeany Citizen in the 
world, if he werenot too much made a foole by his wife, 

- Flu, Ile fiyeare for't : sfoot, had itbin my caſe, I ſhould 
ha plaid mad trickes with my wifeand family : firſt, I would 
ha {pitted the men, {tew'd the maides, and bak'trhe' miſtrefle, 
and fo ſerved themm. | 

Pio. Why *'twould have tempted any bloud bur his, 
And thouto vexe him ? thou to anger him 
With ſome -poore fhallow jelt ? | 
Caſt. Sbloud Sigmor Pioratto(you that dilparage my.con- 
cat) Ile Wage a hundred dackats upon the heal otr't,, that 18 
moves him, frets hum, and galles jum. 
Pio.Done,' tis a lay,joyne gols on't:witnes ſignior Fluc/lo, 
Caſt, W itnefle :*tisdone : 
Come, follow me : the houſe.is not farre off, 
He thruſt bim from his humour;vex his brelt, 


And win a hundred duckats by one jet, E xennt, 


Enter Candidoes wife, George, andtwo Prentiſes 
ia the ſhop. 


wife Come,you put up your wares in good order here, doe. 
you not think you,one peece” calt this way, another that way ® 


you had need have a patient mailter indeed. 


George 


The Honeſt Whore. 
George 1, lle be fworne, for wehave a cult miſtreſſe, _ 
wife You mumble,do you mumble? I would your maſter 

or I couldbe a note more angry : for two patient folkes in a 

houſe ſpoile all the ſervants that ever ſhall comeunder them, 
I Prent, Youpatient ! I,\fothe devill when heeis horne- 

madde. ; | 


» Enter Caſtrachio, Fluello, and Pioratto. 


All three. Gentlemen, whatdo you lack? whatiſt you buy? 
See fine holland, fine cambrickes, fine laywnes. Wt ob 
George Whatuft you lacke ? | 

2 Prentiſe Whariftyoubuy ? | 

Caſt, Where's lignior Canvtdothy r? (preſently. 

George Faithfignior, hee's alittle negotiated,he*l appeare 

Caſt. Fellow, let's ſee a lawne, a choice one firra, 

George The beſtin all Milan, Gentlemen, and this is the 
peece.Ican fit you Gentlemen with fine callicoes too for dub- 
lets, the onely ſweet faſhion now,moſt delicate and courtly ,a 
meecke gentle callico, cut upon cwo' double affable taffataes, 
_ eh moi: neate, feate, and unmatchable, 

Flu, Anotable-yoluble tongde villamne. 

Pio, I warrant this fellow wag never begot without much 
prating, | 

Caſt. What, and 1s this ſhe farſt thou 2 _ 

George I,and the pureſt ſhe that ever you fingerdſinceyou 
were a Gentleman : looke how even ſhe 1s, looke how cleane 
the is, ha, aseven as the brow of Cinthiz,and as cleane as your 
{fornes and heires when they ſpent all. * 

Caſt. Puh, thou talk*ſt, pox on't*ris rough. 

George How? 1s ſhe rough? butif you bid pox on'tfir, twil 
take away the roughneffe preſently, 

Flu, Ha fignior; haz he fitted your French curſe ? 

George Looke you Gentleman , here's another , compare 
them Lpray,compara Virgilinm cum Homero, compare Vit- 
ginz with Harlots. 2 

Caff. Puh,Tha ſeene berter,and as you terme them,evener 
aides, 1 nr ON = bd: 
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The Honeſt Whore. 


George You may ſee furtherfor your minde, but truſt me, 
you ſhall not find better for your body. Enter Candids. 
Caſt. O here he comes, let's make as tho we paſſe, 
Come, come, wee'lltry in ſome other ſhop. 
Caxd, How now ; what's the matter ? 
George The Gentlemen find fault with this Ia 
with it, and without a caufets0. | 
Cand, Without a cauſe ! 
And that makes you to let *em paſſe away : 
Ah : may Icravea word with you Gentlemen ? 
Flu, Hecalsus. EY 3, W 
Caſt. hats better for the jeſt, 
 Cand. Ipray come neere, y*are very welcome gallants, ' 
Pray dons mans rudeneſle, hoe There me ny 
Ha's talkcaboyea Prentiſe with you -Lawnes ? | 
Looke you kind gentlemen-this /no no : - I this : 
Take thisupon my honeſt-dealing faith, 
To be a true weaue, nottoo hard nor (lacke, 
But eene as farre from falſhood, as from blacke. 
{ aſt, Well, how doe yourate it ? 
Cand, Very confeothbl 218.s.a yard. 
Caft, That's too deere ; how many yards does the wholc 
. peececontaine thinke you ? . 
Cand. Some 17 yards, I thinke, or there abouts, 
How much would ſerve your turne-? Ipray. _. 
Caſt. Why let me ſee—-would 1t were bettertgo. 
Card. Trath, tis the beſt in ilar at tew words. - 
(aft, Well : let me have thena whole peny-worth, 
Cand. Ha, ha: y®area merri&Gentleman. F 
( aft. ApennorthIfay. Card. Of Lawne / 
Caft. Otlawne? I of lawne, a pennorth, bloud dolt not 
heare ? a wholepennorth,are you deafe ? 
Cand, Deafe ? no Sir: but I muſt tell you, 
Our wares do ſ:ldome meete ſuch cuſtomers, i 
Caſt. Nay, and you-and your lawnes be ſo ſqueamuſh, 
Fare you well, | 
Cand, Pray ſtay, a word, pray Signior : for what purpoſe 
s1tIbefeech you? | Fr" EN 
Bs MET: C Caſts 


wne,fall out 
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The Honeſt Whore: 
Caſt. "Sbloud, what's that to you : Ie have a pzny-wor th. 
Cand. Apeny-worth!/why you ſhall : Ile ſerye you pre- 
2.Pren. Stoota peny-worth Miſtreſſe ! ({ently. 
Miſt. Apeny-worth/call you theſe Gentlemen ? 
Caſt, No, no ; not there. | HY 
Can. W hatthen kinde Gentleman , what at this corner. 
Caſt, No notthere neither. © (here? 

Ile have it juſt m the middle, oc elfe not, 

Can. Juſt inthe middle : ha-you ſhall too : what ? 

Have you ſingle peny ? 

{aft. Yes hcres one, Cana, Lendit me Ipray. 

Fla. Ancxcellenc followed jeſt. Þe 4 

Wife W bat will he ſpoile the lawne now 

Card. YFaticnce good wife. £088 

Wife T,thatpatience makes'a foole of you : Gentlemen, 
you might ha tound ſome other Citizen |co have made a kind 
gull on, beſides my husband. 

Card. Pray Gentlemen take her to be a woman, 

Doe not regard her language.-U kinde foult : 

Such words will drive away all my cultomezrs. 

Wife Cultomers with a murren : call you theſe cuſtomers? 

Cand, Patience, good wife. Fife Poxa your patience, 
_ George Sfoot nultreſle, I warrant thee are ſome cheating 
Companions. 

Cand. Looke you Gentleman, there's your ware,I thanke 
you, I have your money ; heare,pray know my ſhop, pray lt 
me have your cuſtome. Bo 

Wife Cultome quoth a, 

Cand. Let me take more your monie. 

Wife Youhadneed fo. . 

Pio. Harke m thine eare,th'aſt loſt an hundred ducka ts. 

Caſt. Well,well, I know't: iſt poſſible that Homo 
Should be nor man, nor woman : not once moy'd ; 

No not at ſuch animnjurie, not atall! 

Sure hee'sa pigeon, for he hasno gall. 

Flu, Come, come, y*areangry tho you ſmotherit: 
Yarevextifaith,-confeſſe. Card. Why Gentlemen 
Sho1ld you conceit me'to be yext or moy'd 2 

: | , He 
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The Honeſt Whore. 


; He haz my ware, I have his momie for't, 
And that's no Argument Iam angrie : no: 
The belt Loginan cannot proye me ſo. 
Flu. Oh,but the batefull name of a peny-worth of lawie, 
And then cut out 1'th middle of the peece: 
| Pab, I gueſſert by my ſelfe, would movea lambe 
Were hea Linnen-draper-twould i'faith. 
Can, Well, give meleaveto anſwere you for that: 
We're iet here ta pleaſe; all cuſtomers, 
Their humours and their fancies : -offend none: 
ge by many, if we leeſe by one, 


lis mindeltood to go more then that, = 
es tis found, 
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A perie-worta my him, and*mongſt trad 
Denie a pennorth, it may crofſe a pound. : | 
Oh, he that meancs to dts, with patient cic 
Muſt pleaſe the devill ihe come to buie. 
Flu, O wondrous man, patient*boye wrong or woe, 
How bleſt were men, if women could be ſo. | 
Cand, And to expreſſe how well my breaſt is pleas'd, 
And ſatisfied in all :-George filla beaker. Exit George, 
Ie drinke untothat Gentleman, who lately ; 
+ Beſtowed his monie with me. Fife. Gods my lite, , 
We ſhall have all our gaines drunke out in beakers, 
To make amends fora peme-worth of lawne, Enter Geer, 
Card. Here wite, begin you to the Gentleman.. 
Wife. Ibegintohim! Card, George tilt upagaine: | 
Twas my fault, my hand ſhooke. Exit George. 
Pio. How firangly this. doth ſhow? _ 
; A patient wan link't with a waſptſh Throw. 
; Fla. Afﬀilver and gilt beaker ; Lbavea trick, to. workupon 
| that beaket, ſure/twill fret him it cannot chule butvexe him . 
| Sig. Caſixuchio, m pthc to thee I have a conceit,will fave thy 
; 100 duckats;yer,'rwill doo'e, and worke him to umpatience. 
Caſt., Sweet-FlurllogF{hould be bountiful to thar conceit. = 
Flu. W<lPFtis enough. Enter George, 
' Cay, Here Gentlemen to you, | 
! \ I wiſh your cuſtomezy/are exceeding welcome. - 


| Caſt. Tpled$e you!Sig,: Caneiae : here. you;that mult re- 
2 | ET > 


Ive a 100 Duccats. 
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* [or He pledge themdecpe ifarch C aftruchio, 
S1gnior Flxello. 
F lu, Come : play't oft to me 
Iam y our laſt man. 
 Cand, George ſupplie the cup. 
Fla. So, {0,g00d honelt George, 
Heere $1:mor C Candido,all this to YOu, -- | 
Card. Oyou multpardon me,Iuſeitnet. 
Flu. W if you not pledge me then? 
(and. Yes, burnot'rliat: 
Great love is ſhowne 1n luecle. . , 
Flu. Blurt -on your ſentences, _ you mo plaige 
me all. 
 Cand. Indeed|l ſhalinors ol ys 1191 i. (thiwksl 
Fla. Not pledoe me? S'blood; Ie "nt ae ig the beatte 
{and, The beaker ?'oh 'charatyourpleaſure k ity 107 19 
' Flx. Now bythis drinkeÞ will. | 
Caſt. Pledge tim, he*11do'telfe. 
Fl. So : lhadone you right onmy dumb mile 
{ What il you pledge me now? 
k Cand. Y ouknow melir, ]amnotof chat fin. 
Fly, Why«hen farewell : HH | 
- le Ven away this beakerb ci this light. 
C, 


tis very So 
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Pin. Farewell C auleds; | | Tos jy 
Cand. Yareall welcome Gentlemen. - 
Caſt. Heart not mov'd yet?. | 
if I thinke his patience 1s above our wit, ' ud i "IR f 
| þ | George I told you before Miftrefle ; they were all cheaters. , 
Wife Why foole, why husband , why mad-man, 1 hope ; 
te notlet *em ſneake away 10: with (ilver and vile | 
eaker, 'the beſtin che houſe too : g0 tellowes make has and 
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Wi. 

|| crie after them. 

if Cand. Pray let your tongue he ltill, all will be well: 
\\f Come hither George,hye to the Conſtable, ; 
| Andin calmeonderwiſh imo tach them, * It - 
Will p wag; ; 
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The Thoneft Whore.” 
Make no greatſtirre, becauſe they're Gentlemen, 
And a thing partly done1in merriment. 
*Tisbut a ſize above a jelt thou know'lt, 
Therefore perſae1t mildely, go be ie,  (gaine. 
The Conftable's hard by , bring Þ 11m Ina: --rmake haſt a- 
Wife. Oy'arca  goodly patient Woodcock; are'you not 
now? (Z xir George. 
See what your patience comes to : everie one ſaddlesyou,and = 
rides you, you'll be ſhortly the common ftotie-Horfe of 149- | 
{an : a woman's well kolp*tup with ſach SAT; -T had ra- 
cher have a hnsband that wort; Tovaddle methrice a day; then 
{ucha one , thatwill be al d twice hatf&an hore! 2 Oh L: 
could burne alf the Wares it my tho foranger.”' eff 
{, and. Pray weare'a peacet hecHher be iny wite, * 
That is, be patient : fora witeandliigband 
Share but one ſou'e berwetne them : this bem knowne;! 
Ny {ſhould nor one ſoule then agree in one? | (Exit. 
Fife Hang your agreements ;. but titm y beaker be' gone,—- 
Enter C moored] Ptaels, Piofatta ; and Oror, ge- 
Cand, Ob, hereth _ come." © Long 
George The Co lefir, let **m come along with: mee, 
' becauſethere ſhould beno wondring : he [tales at dore. 


.Caft. COST Crna Abram. . 
E lu, Now Si i Candide Shlood why doe you: attach us? 
LT? oft, Shear us! 


Ter. Nay Gong nor gallants, 
oathes may move your ſoules, but not moye me, 

You veafilyer beaker of my wIVes. 

_ Fls, You ſaynottrue :*tis gilt. 

Cand, Then you fay true, 
Andbei gilt, the guilc lies more on you, 

Caſt. 1 hope y'are notangne ſir, 

Cand, Then you ory right, for 1: am not angrie. 

Po. No, buta little oy'd, 

Card. I mov'd /”twas you were moy'd, you werebroughc 

Ca#. But you(out of youranger and \mparience) NR} 
Caus'd usto be attache, 

| Card, Nay you miſplace it. 


4. 
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Pray part not hence,but dinewl 


Toſucha motion. le not be 
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The Honeſt Whore. 


Out of my qguiet.lufferance 1414 that, 

And not of any wrath : had Ithowne anger, 

I ſhould have theni purſude you with the law, 
And hunted you to thame,as many worldlings 
Do build their anger upon teebler grounds, 

The more'sthe pittte ; many looſe their lives 

For ſcarce {o mach coine as will hide their palme: 
Which is. moſt cruell, thoſe haye yexe ſpirits | 
That purſue lives, uo this opimonrelt, |, 
The lotle of Milhons could not move my hbreſt., 


Flu.Thou art a bleſt man,and with peace doſt deale, 


Sach a mecke ſpiritcan bleſſea Common-weale. 


Cand, Gentlemen, now "ts ponFating time, 
i. . \ «| 
me to day, 


5 Sias * & 


Caft. I never heard a carter ENy nay 
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Pio, Norl. 
? 7" ©) AER OO SOS O22 JA AUO 00 0 (OH ONT 
Cand. The Conſtable ſhall beare you company, 
Georgecall him in, let the world ſay whatit can, 


Nothing can drive me from a patient man, , + — Extent, 


Enter Roger with a ſtoole, cuſhin, looking-glaſſe and chafing= 


eb hophaſe being (it denn a PS OOF ROE 00G 

white cullor in it; and two boxes one wirk whyte, another 7+ 

painting, he places all things in order. aud a candle by then, 

fruging with the.cnds of old Ball ads, be does it At laſt Bel- 
latront(as be 7#bs his cheekwith th ; callors\whiſt les within l 
Ro. Anon torſooth. * { Þ y Et EAT Inn 
Bell, Whatare you playing the rogue about? 

Ro. About yon forſooth ; I'me drawing wp a bole your 
white ſilke ftocking. F7 T4-If. A'S pl 
Bell. 1s my glaſle there ? and my boxes of complexion? | 

Ro. Yes forſooth : your boxes of complexion are liere TL 
thinke : yes *tis here:her's your two complexions,and if I had 
211 the foure complex1ons,I ſhould nere feta good face upon't, 
ſome men I ſee are borne under hard-tfavoured Planets as well 
a5 women:zounds I looke worſe now then I did before,and t 

[$0 | ' makes 
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makes her face gliiter moſt damnab] yher's a knavery in dayy- | 
bing I hold my life, or elſe thus is onely femaJe Pomaram, 


E ner Bellafronte nor ful! ready, without 4 gowne, ſhe ſits 
downe, with her bodkin kurles her hatre;golowrs her ti PS. 


Bell, Where's my ruſteand poker you block-head ? 
Ro, Your ruffe, your poker, are ingendring together upon ., 
the cup-bord of the Court, or the Court cup-bord. 
Bell, Fetch *em : Is thepox in your hammes, you can 2oe 
no faſter ?* 
, Ro, Woo'dthe pox were in your tingers,unlefſe you could 
leave finging;eatch,' | 2 6D OO Bar, 
Bell» Wecatch you, you ws Jeu by: do you grumble ? 
Cuptd#s a God, as naked as my naile,  Shee ling s, 
Ile whip himwith a rod, if he my true love fale, 
"Ro. There's your ruffe, ſhall pokeit ? 
Bell. Yes honelt Ro, no ſtay : prithee good boy, hold here, 
Downe,downt,downe,fowne,] fall downs and ariſe,downe 


1 never ſhall ar:/e. 
Ro, Troth M. then leave the trade if you ſhall neyerriſe, 
Bell. Whattrade goodman Abraxz ? 
Ro, Why that, if downeandariſe or the falling tra. 
Ro, llefall with you by andby. 
Ro, 1f you doe I know who ſhall ſmart for't : 
"Troth Mi Keith whar doe ] looke hike now. 
Bell, Like as you are : a panderly Sixpenny Raſcall. 
Ro, I may thanke you for that : infaith I Iooke like an old 
Proverbe, Hold the candle before the dewill, 
Zell, Udslife,Ile [tick my knifezn your guts and you prate 
what, She ſings. 
_ -Well met, pug ,the pearle of beauty : umh, umh, 
How now fir knave,forget your duty, umh, umh. 
Marry muffe ſir,are you growne ſo dainty;fa,lala,c*c. 
1s it you fir the worſt of twenty,falaglaleera la. 
Pox on you, how do!t thou hold my glafle. 
Ro, Why; as I hold your dore: with my fingers, 
Zell, Nay pray thee {weete honie Ro. hold up handſomely 
Sng pretty wantons warble,cc, Weihall hagaeſts to wh 
| ay 


\ 


The Honeſt IP ho#t, 


Tlay my httlemaiden-h:ad, mynoſc itches fo, 
Ro, i laid ſo tgo laſtnight, when oar Fleastwing'd me. | 
B ell. So, Poke wit rafle now) myg govwne,m y gown?, have 
1114 (I myfall? 
WW hens! s my fall Roger” Px 5h i One krocker. 
Ro. Your fall fortoothi 15belund. | 
Bell, Gods my pittikins, ome foole or other knocks, 
R», Shall I opento the foole miltreſle e 
Bell, And allcheſe thus? away with it quick- 
ly, I, I, knock,and be damn'd,whoſoever you be, So; givethe 
treſh Salmon line now : let him come a ſhoare , hee ſhall 
ſerve for my breakefaſt,tho he go againit my ltomacke. 
Roger diary in Fluello, (evthena = Phoratto, 
Flzs, Morrow coz. 
Caſt, How does my ſweet acg 2. 
Pis, Save me little Marmoſet : how doſt thou good 
prettie rogue 
Bell, Well, Godamercy oood va raſcall. 
Fla, Roger, ſome light I pray thee. 
Ro, You lhall Sigmor, for wee that live heere i in this yale 
of weary are as darke ashell, . Exit for a candle. 
Caſt. Good Tobacco, Fixel!s ? 6 
Flu, Smell. ( Elter Roper, 
Pis. It may be tickling geere : for it plaies with my noſe _ 
Ro. Here's Ai 8th lighr-An;elh Sigmor. (already. ® 
- ell W hat you pyed curtal,what's that you are neighing, 
, I fay Goi ſend usthe hghe of heayen , or ſome more 
Fa he 
Bell. Goefetch ſome wine, anddrinke halfe oft. 
Ro, 1 mult fetch ſome wine Gentlemen and drinke halfe 
Flu, Here Roger. | (ofit, 
Caſt.. No-let me fend prithee. 
Flu, Hold youcankerworme, 
Ro. You ſhall fend both, if youpleaſe Signiors. 
Pio. Stay, what's belt rodrinke a morning ? (to her, 
Ro, Hypocras fir, for my multres,if 1 ferch it, is mott deere 
Fle., Aypocras/ther then,here's a telton for you, you ſnake. 
Ro, Right lir,heres1j.s.v3.d.for a pottleanda by X. 
ere 5 
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Cafſe,Ber's moſt Herealian Tobaccogha-ſome acquaintance? 
Bell, Fah, not I, makes your breath ſtinke, likec 1e Piſle of a 
Foxe, Acquaintance, where ſupt you laſt night? 
Caſt, Ata plact lweete -atquantance where your health 
danc'd the 0g 1/-008 ytaith : you ſhould ha bin there. 

Zell, I thereamong your Purikes , marry fah, hang'ery :. 
I ſcorn't : will you never leave fucking of eggs in other ike 
hennesnealts ? ; | 

Caſt. Whyingoodtroth,if you'le truſt me acquaintance, 
there was not one hen atthe boord, aske Flxello. | 

_ Flu, No faith Coz,nonebutcocks;fignior Malave#a drunk 
tathee. Bel, O,a pure beagle ; that horſe-leach there > 

Fla And the koight,S. Oliver Lollio ſwore he would beſtovy 
ataffata : ow” on thee, but to breake his faſt with thee, 

Bell, Withme/lle choake him then,hang lym Mole-catcher, 
it's thedreamingſt ſnotty noſe. 

Pio.” Well, many tooke that Zo/lzo for a fools, but hee's @ 
{ubtill foole. Bell. land he hazfellowes : of allfilthy dry- 
fiſted knights, I cannot abide that he ſhould touch me. | 

{ af. \W hy wencb,tshe:ſcabbed 2 | 

Bell. Hang him, hee'l not hve to be ſo honeſt , norto the. 
credite to have ſcabbes about him,lus betters have *em : bur T. 
hate to weare out any of huscourſe Knzght-hoodgbecauſe hee's 
made like an Aldermansnight-.gowne, fac'd all with conny 
beforeand within nothmg but Fox : this fweer O/iver will 


cate Mattoutill he be ready to burtt,bur the leane jawde-{lave 


will not pay for the {craping of lus trencher. 

Pio. Plague him, ſet him beneath the (alt, and let him not 
touch-a bit, tillevery-one hazhad his tull cut. 
Fla. Lord Ello, the Gentleman-Uthercameinto us too, 
marry *twas 4n our cheeſe , for he had bin to borrow money 


for his Lord of a Cittizen. | 
Caſt, Whatan Aſt isthut Lord ; to borrow monie of a 


Citizen / | t | 
Bell, Nay, Gods my patty , what an Aﬀe'ts that Citizento 
lend monietoa Lord ! 
Enter Matheo and Hipolito., who ſaluting the Company, 


a 4 ſtranger nalkss off. ad” ahi in ſadly behinde ""_ 
PE Wwer's 
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The Honeſt Whoye. 
itha pottle pot; and ſtands aloofe off. | 
Matheo, Save you Gallants ,' fignior Fluello, exceedinzly 
well met, as I may fay.. | | 
; Fluellognior AMatheo,exceedingly well met too,as T may 
ay. Bi 14 11G 5 FITRGY 
Tad And how fares my hetlepretty Miſtreſſe ? 
Bell. Ee'neas my pretty little ſervant; {ces three court dr- 
ſhes before her , and not one good bit m them © how now ? 
why the devill ftanVitthou fo ? Art ina trance?! | 
Ro, Yes forſooth. Zell. Why doftnottill eat their wme? 
Ro, Forſooth 'tis fild our already : allthe wine that the ſig- 
niors haz beitow'd upon you 1s ca't away , « Porter ranne# 
lietle at m2, and fo fac'd me downe that I had nota drop. 
Bell. Ymeacurſtto let ſuch a withered Artichocke faced- 
Raſcall grow under my noſe :now you looke like an old he- 
cat,zoing to the gallowes : He be han 
the mony to cony-catch usall, 
Ro. No truely forſooch, tis not put up yet, -- | » 
Bell, How many Gentlemen haſt thou ſtyvedehus ? 
Ro, None but hve hundred, belides prentiſes and ſerving- 
Bell, Doſt thinke Hepocket:tu 


JL 


Ro, Yes forſooth, I teare you will pocketit up. 

Bell, Fie, fie, cut my lace good ſervant, Iſhall ha the mo- 
cher preſently, I'me ſo vextar this horſe-plumme; 

Flu. Vlague, not for a ſcal'd pottle of wine, | + 

Aa. Nay ſweet Bellafronte, for a htele plgs-waſh ! 

Caſt, Here Roger, fetch more, a miſchance, | Y faith Ac- 


uaintance. | | 
Bell, Oat of my ſight, thou angodly puritanicall creature. 
Ro. Forthe tother pottle? ves torſooth, Exit. 


Bcl1. Spill that too : what Gentlemanis that, ſervant ? 
your Friend ? | 
Ma, Gods fo-a (tople, aitoole,ifyoulove me miſtreſſe,cn- 
rertaine thi; Gentleman reſpe tively, and bid him welcome. 
Bell, Nee's very welcome; pray Str (it. 
Hip. Thankes Lady. | 
Flu. Cont Hipoliro, rt not? cry.you mercie ſignior, you 
walke here all chis whule, and we aculiched yoa i let. mee be- 
{385 ST iT} 1-3-- Þ | how 


2 dit he ha notputup | 


hut hands? (men, 
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[tow a ſtoole upon you, beſeech you, you are a ſtranger heere 
we know the Glen sath'houſe, Mg oF ; 

C aft. Pleaſe you be heere my Lord, Tobacco. 

Hip. No good Caſtruchio. | | 

Flu, You have abandoned the CourtT ſee my Lord ſince 
the death of your Viltrefſe, well ſhe was a delicate piece-be- 
{eech you {weete , come letus ſerve under the collors of your 
acquaintance{till *for all that; pleaſe you to meete here at my 
lodging of my coz, I ſhall beſtow a banquet upon you, 

Hp. I never can deſerve this kindneflle fir. 
W hat may this Ladie be, whom you call coz? 

Fla, Faith ira poore gentlewoman, ofpaſſing good ca- 
riage, one that hath ſoms fuitsin law , and > herein an Af. 
tures houſe. | Bo» ie Is TEIN 

Hip. Is ihe married? 
Flz, Hah, asall'your Puncks are, a Captaines wife, or ſof 
never ſaw her before my Lord, | ©4141 

Hip, Never truſt me a goodly creature. 

Flu. By gad when you know heras we do,you'll ſwear the 
is the prettieſt, kmdelt, ſweetelt, molt bewitching honeſt Ape 
under the pole. Askinne, your flatten not more ſoft , nor 


lawne whicer, 
His, Belike then ſhee's ſome ſale curtizan. 


Flu. Trothasall your belt taces are, a good wench. 

Hip, Great pittie thar ſhee*s a good wench, 

Ma. Thou itbaltha i taith mittrefle : How now fgmors, 
whot , whiſpering ? .did notT lay a wager Lihould take you 
within ſeven daies1n a houſe uf yanitie. | 

Hip. You did, and I beſhtew your heart, you have wonne. 

Aa. How do you like my miultreſls? 

Hip. Well, for ſuch a mittreſle 3 better, if your miltreſle be 
not yourmaalter. Tf 
I muſt breake manners Gentlemen, fare you well, 

1a. S'foot you {ball notleave us. 

Bell. The Gentleman hkes not the taſt of our compame, 

Omn, Beſeech you ſtay. 

Hip. Truſt me wy aftaires becken for me, pardon me. 

Ma. Will yaa callforme halfe an houre hence here? 

RES Sree ESS  - HSI wr ns - 1: 
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Hip. Perbaps 1 ihall. this {- | 
4at. Perbaps:fah ! I know you can fweare to me you wil, 
Hip. Smceyou willpreſſe me on my word, I will. Z-x:, 

Bell. What ſullen pifture 1s this ſervant? 

Mat. It s Count Hypeolito , the brave Count, 
Pio, Asgallant a ſpirit, asany in CAHi/lanyou ſiyeet | ew. 
Flex. Oh he's a molt effentiall Gentleman, coz, 

Caſt, Nid you never heare of Count Hipolzroes :acquam- 
tance? 
Zell.Marie muffe a your Counts,and be no-morelite in'em. 
27a, He's ſo mal content!firra; Bellafronta,o you'be honeſt 
eallants, r's fuptogerhery and have the Count with us : thou 
{halcficat the-upper end punck- 4-3 

Bell. Punck, you ſouc'dgurnet. 

Mat. Kings truce ; come , Ile beſtowtheſuppes to: have 
tym butlaugh. | | (kncholie, 

Caſt, He betraies his youth too grofly ro thartirant ma=« 

Aat. Allthisis for a woman. 4] 

Bell, A woman ! ſome whore ! what Jewelliſt? 

Pio. Wo'd ſhe heard you. — Flu. Troth ſo wad]. 

Caft, AndI by heaven, [4k 
| "Bell, Nay good ſervant,what woman? . Ma. Pah. 

Bell, Iprithee tell me; a buſſe and tell me: I warrant he's 
an honeſt fellow, if he take on thus fora wench : good 
rogue who? 11} þ | 

AMa.' By th'Lord 1 will not, muſt nor, faith miſtreſſe: ift a 
match firs?this night,at 7H antilop:l. for there's belt wine,and 

Omn. It's done at Th antilop, 2-37 (good boies, 

Zell. 1 cannot be there to night. ER 

1a. Cannot ? by th'Lord you ſhall? 

Bell, By the Ladie Lwill not: ſhall3 

Flu, Why then patit offtill Fryday : wut come then coz? 

Bell, Well. Enter Roger, | 

Aa Y arethe waſpiſheſt Ape, Roger, put your miſtrefle 
u1 inde to ſup with-us on Friday next: y'are beſt come hke a 
madwoman,without a band, in your waſtcoat,and the linings 
cf your kartle outward, likeeyery common hacknie that ſteales: 
ont at the back gate of her ſ\yoet knights lodging, 


_— 


Bell, 


The Honeſt Whore.” 

Zell.Go,go,hang your felfe, Caſt. It's dinner time 17athes, 
OF. Yes, yes,farewell wench, E xenunt. ( ſhal 'S hence? 
Bell. Farewell botes : Roger what'wimne ſent they tor? 

Ro. Baſtard wine, for if it had beene truely begotren,it wud 
not ha beene aſham'dto come in, h:re's yi.s,to paie for nurſing 
 thebaſtard. 

Bell. Acompanie of rookes !' O good feet Roger,run to 
the Poulters, and Buie me ſome fine larkes. 
i *Ro. No woodcocks? 
Bell, Yes faiths couple, if they be not deere. 
Ro. Ile buigbut one; thyr's on: alreadie here. Exit, 
3 rn Foes. TT OT , 
Hip. Is the Gentleman (my friend)departed Miſtrifſe?” 
BUY, His back'ts but __ eI. Yep : 
Hip. Fare you well.  Bel?. Icandue&youro him. 
Hip. Canyou? pray, © hs 
Bell, If 5ouplealc lay, hellnotbe abſent lone. 
Hip. I carenotmuch, Nl 
Bell. Pray ſit forlooth, Hip. I'me hot, 
If I may uſe your roome, He rather walke, 
Zell. At your beſt pleaſure-whew-ſome rubbers there. 
Hip. \Indeed le none : -1ndeed L will not; thanks. 
Prettie fine lodging. I perceive my friend 
Ts oldin your acquaintance, Bell. Troth fir,he comes 
As other Gentlemen, to ſpend ſpare houres; | 
If your ſelfe like our rgote( ſuch as 1tis) 
Your owne acquamtance may be as old as his. 
Hip, Say I did like ; what welcome ſhould I finde? 
Bell, Such as my preſent fortunes can atfoord. 
Hip. But would you let meplaie Mathes's part? 
Bell. \\ hat part? 
Hip. Why imbrace you :dallie with you, kifſe: 
Faith teli me, will you leave him and love me? 
Bell, Iam inbonds to no man (ir, Hip. Why then, 
Y are free for any man: if any me. 
But I muſt tell you Ladie, were you mine, 
You ſhould be all mine : I could brooke no ſharers, 
I ſhould be covetous, and {weep up all. 


D 3 Lſhould 


| The Honeft Whore, 
I ſhonld bepleaſures uturer :*taith I ſhould, 
Bell; Oate! |! - | ; 
Hip, Why figh you:Ladie, may I know? 
Bell. Thas neverbin my tortune yet to ſingle 
Our that one mar, whoſe love could fellow mine. 
As T have ever wiſhtit : O my Stars/ 
Ha4 Ibut met with one kind Gentleman, - _ 
That would have purchas'd fin alone to himfelfe, 
For his owne private uſe, although lcarceproper; 
Indifferent hanſome : meetly leg*d and thyed: 
And my allowance reaſonable -ytaith, 
According to my bodie-by my trpth, F 
I would havebeene as true unto his pleaſures, . 
Yea, and as loiall to his afternoones, | 
As evera poore Gentlewoman could be, 
Hip.This were well now to one but newly (ledg'd, 
And ſcarce a.day old in this ſabtle world: 
"Twere prettie Art, good bird-Jime, cunning ner, 
\ But come, come, taith-confeſle.: how many men 
Have drunke this ſelfc-ſame proteitatioa, 
From that red ticing hip? 100 | | | 
Bell, Indeed motuny: ft TEC: | 
| Hip. Indeed : andbluſh notT. 
Bell, Nointruth not any. "FM | 
Hip, Indeed/intruth/-how warily you ſweare. | 
'Iiswell :it1l[itbenot; yeehad I [| 
The ruthan in me, and were gravine before you 


Butin git collors, I do know indeed; : | 
You could not {weare indeed, Bur thunder oathes = | 
That ſhould ſhake heaven, drownethe harmonious ſpheres, | 


And pterce a {oule(thatloy*d her Makershonour) 
VW 1th horror-and amazement. | 

Bell. Shall I iweare, 
Will you beleeve me then? 

Hip. Worltthen ofall, | _ E9 
Ourlins by cultome, ſeeme {at Iatt) bur fmall. 
Were I but o're your chtefthold;, a nextmanz 
And afterhim a next, and rhena fourth, 


Should 
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Should have this gollen hook, and laſcivious baire 
Throwne outto the full length, why let me tel] 5 , 
I ha feene letters ſent from chat whute hand, mw 
Tuning ſuch muſicke to IZathens eare, 
Bell, Matheo ! that's true, butbeleeveit; I 
No ſooner had Laid hold upon your preſence, 
But ſtraight mine «te conveid you to my heart. || 
Hip. Oh, you cannot taine with me, why, I knovy Ladie 
This is che common paſlionof youall, " 
To hooke in a kind Gentleman, and'ithen 
Abuſe his coine, conveying to your loyer, 
And inthe end you ſhew lumafrenchcnicke, -, | 
And ſoyouleave him, thata coach may run | , 


- 


Betweene his legs ftorbredth, , .. /r._ 
Zell. Oil.mytoule!.. 

Not I : therein Iproye an honeſt whore, 

In being true to one, andto no more, 
Hip. If any be dilpos.dto truſt your oath, 

Ler lum : Ile notbe he, Iknow you feigne. 

All that you ſpeake, I : for a mingled harloc, 

Is true in nothing but inbeing falſe, - 

- What ! ſhall Iteach you how to Ioath your ſelte, 

And mildly too : not without ſenſe or reaſon. | 
Bell. 1am content, I would faine loath my ſelfe” 

Tf you not love me. | 
Hip, Then if yourgracious blond be not all waſted, 


* ] ſhall aſſay todo't. 
Lend me your ſilence, and attention,-Y ou bavye.no ſoule, 
That makes you weigh ſo hght : heavens treaſure bought it : 
And jnalfe a crowne hath ſold t : -for your body 

Is like the Common-ſbore, that ſtill receives 

All the Townes filth. The fin of many men 

Is within you, and thus much I ſuppoſe, MIT 
That if all commuters ſtood in ranke, 

They'd make a lane, (1g which yoar ſhame mga dwell) 
And with their fpaces reach from hence to hell. 

Nay, ſhall I urge it more, there has beene knowne. 


g 
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As many by one harloty maynrd and &{membred, 
As would ha itufran Hoſpytall » thus [ might 
Apply to you, and perhapsdo you right ;  * 
O y*are as bale as any beaſttharbeares,' ' 
Your body 15 ee'nehird, and4o are therrs, 
For gold and fparklins/jewels, (1fhe.can) 
You'l let a Jew get you with Chniltian : 
Be he a Moore, a Tartar, tho his face 
Looke ugher then a dead mansskul.-- | |. 
Could tne devill put on a'lumaneThape, Ss ' 
If his purſe [hake ourcrownes, up then hegets, 
W hores will be rid to hell wjth golden bits. 
Sothat y*are crueller then Tarkes, for they | 
Sell Chriſtians oply, you fell your felves away. © 
W hy thoſe that love you, hate you ; and will terme you 
Lickeriſh damnation : wiſh themſelves halfe funke = 
+ After the (in 1s laid out, and ee*ne curſe | 
'F I Their frutleſle riot (for what one begrts: _ 
Another poiſons ) luft and murderhit,” | _. 
A tree being often ſhooke, what frait can knit ? 
Bell. O me unhappy! |; is a 
Þ Flip. Icanvexyou more; 
'Þ A harlot1s like D wnkerke ,traeto none, | ; 
#2p Swallows both Enghth, Spaniſh, filſome Dutch, 
Black-doord Italian, lait ofall the French, 
And he fticksto you'farth gives you your diet, 
Brings you acquainted, firſt with monſier Doftor 
And then you know what follows. 


-* 


| 18G Belt, avery OT YT GY Cob 
| I; Ranke, ſtinking, and molt Toathſome miſery. 
i Hip. Methinksa toad 1s happier thena whore, 
That with one poifon ſwels,with thouſands more 
The other ſtocks her veines': harlor, fie, fie, 
WF Youare the miſerablelt creaturesbreathing, 
| Þ The very flaves'ofnature : marke me elſe, © 
fi! 1} You pur on rich attires, others eyes weare them, 

# | You cate, but to ſipple yourbload with fin : _ 
And this ſtrange ins ec*ne haunts you to your graves. k 
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From fooles you get, and ſpend it upon (laves : 
Like Beares and fone err yy ſhew tricks _ 
For mony ; but your Bawd the ſweernefle licks. © 
Indeed you are their ]ourney-women, and d6 11D 
All baſe and damn'd workes they lift ſet you to : t 
So that you ne*reare rich ; for do but ſhew me, 
In preſent memory, or in ages paſt, 
The faireſt and moſt famous Courtezan, 
Whoſe fleſh yas dear'ſt ;chat rais'd the price of ſin, 
And helditup;to whoſe ate bolome, 
Printes, Earles, Lords,the worithas bina Knight, 
The mearvſt a Gentleman, have offredup 
W hole Hecatombs of fighs, aud taun'd in ſhowres 
Handfuls of gold, yet for allthis, at laſt 
Diſeaſes ſuckt her marrow, then grew ſo poore, 
[That ſhe has beg'd ec*te at a beggars doore. 
And (wherein heav'n has a finger) when thus Idoll, 
From coalt to coaſt, has leapt on forraine ſhores, 
And had more worſhip,then the outlandifh whores : 
When ſeverall Nations have gone overher, 
When for each ſeverall City The has ſeene, 
Her Mayden-head has bin new, and bin ſold deare : 
Did live well there, and might have dy*d unknowne, 
And undefam'd ; backe'eomes ſhe to her owne, 
And there both miſerably lives and dies, 
Scorn'd even of thoſethat once ador'd her eyes, 
As if her fatdlt circled hfe, thusrar, 
Her pride ſhould end there, wheter firſt began. 
What do you weepe to heare your Story read ? 
Nay, if you fpoile your cheeks, Ue readmo more. 

Bell, O yes, Ipray proceed: -'- 
Indeed *twill do me £00d to wu indeed. PETY 

Hip. To give thoſetearesa'relliſh, this Tadde, 
Ye*are like the Zewes, {catter'd'inno place certaine, 
Your dayes are ted:6us; your houres burdenſome : 
And wer't not for full ppers, midnight Revels, 
Dancing, wine, riotous meetings, w ich do drowne, 
ENT Tale Þ 00 UI * | 
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The'Honeſt Whoye.' 
And on your eye-lids hang ſo heavily," 
They haveno power to looke fo lugh as heaven, 
Y ou'de ſit and: muſe on nothing butdeſpaire, 
Curſe that devill L»ft, that ſo burnes up yoar bloud, 
And 1n ten thouſand ſhivers breake your glaſſe 
For his temptation. Say you taſte del;zht, 
To have a golden Gull tram Rize to Ser, 
To meat youln tus hot Juxurousarmes, | 
Yet your nights pay forall ; Lknow your dreame 
Of Warrants, V hups, and Beadles, and then ftart 
At adores windy cracke : thinke every WW eezle | 
Tobe a Conttable, and eyery Rat | ; 
A long taild Officer : Are you notlaves?- | 
Oh you have damnation without pleaſure forit ! 
Such is the ſtate ob Harlots : Taconclude; 
W hen you are old, and can well paint no,more; |. - 
Y ou turn'd Bawd,and are then worſe: ther before 2. 
Make uſe of this : farewell, + - WIR | 
Bei, Oh, Iprayſſtay, 
ip, See Matheo comesnot : tune hath bar*d me. 
W ould all the Hzarlotsin the Towne had heard me, Exz7, 
Zell, Stay ycta lutle longer, no + quite gone /-*/ 
Curlt be that minute (for it was no more, + 
So ſoone a maid is ehang'dinto a whore) | | 
W herein I firſt fell, bet for ever blacke. | 
Yet why ſhould ſweet Hipoliro ſhun mine cies; 
For whoſe true loye I would become pure-honeſt,. | 
Hate the worlds mixtures, and the ſmiles of gold ? , 
Am TI not faire, why ſhould he flie methen ? 
Faire creatures are deſir*d, not ſcorn'dof men, 
How many Gallants have drunke healths to me, - ' » | | 
Ourt of their dagger'd armes, and thought them bleſt, Ho! 
Enjoying but mine cies at prodigall feaſts ! 7 
And does Hipe/ito deteſt mylave?.. * | | 
Oh, ſure DR, heedleſſe luſts but flatered me, 
] am not plealing utifull nor oung! IIRI5 | | 
Fielnsharh red ome ply Bend, 
Eclipſingall my beauties Tan toule: 
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 Harlot? 


a To OT TI x þ2 5 


The Honeſt Whore: 


Eatlot! I, thats the ſpot that taints my ſoule: 
What! hasheleft lus weapon herebehind hum, 


| Andgone forgettull ? O kit inſtrument 


To lerforth all the poiſon of my felh! 

Thy M. hates me; cauſe my blood hath rang'd: 

But when-*cis forth, then he'll beleeve me cl1a ng'd. 
Hip. Mad woman, what art doing? Enter Hip, 
Bell. Either love me, VR | 

Or ſplit my heart upon thy Rapiers point: 

Yetdoe not neither; for thou then deftror'(t 

That which 1 love thee for(thy vertues)here, heere, 


Thyart crueller,and kilſt me with difdaine: 


To die ſo, ſheds no blood; yet 'tis worſe paine. Exit. 

Not ſpeake to me !\not bid farewell/a icome!  Hhp. 

Hated ! this muſt not be, ſome meanes Ile trie. 

W ould all Whores were as honeſt now, asT. E xemnr, 
| SCENA VII. 

Enter Candide; bu wife,Ceorge, and two prentiſes in the 

ſhop: Fuitigo enters, walking by. 

Geor. See 6b? uit wen you lack?a I fine Holland. fine 
Cambrick, ſeewhatyoubuie. ©  . (you lack? 
 1.Prex; Holland for ſhirts, Cambrick for bands ; what itt 

Fuſt. Stooty Thackemall; I more; I lack'tnonie ro'bate 
*em. ; let me ſee; lermetooh et maſſe thisisrh8 ao 
Coz! ſweet Coz ! {ho 1'faih;fincelaſt mg er” 
it 2 wehad-cood roo? ror faith, hen when 


aide rr buey (EL I 0D DEG 3 £13521 


Wife. Whewyougill Coren: & : 007 Nick 20:  hobail. | 
Fuſt. lizea kind Lacedemonitn : 1 "eve An 


_ Fife. 1,;theresthe ſweet yourhy Godb'efichim: 
Feſt, And how it Cozen; andhow, how mou fquall? » j 
wife, Well; Cozen, howfareyou? -- J 
Fuft, How fare Iferotlifor G&A dit Fivad well I- 
a5 heart can. with, with Calves Chaldrons, arid Chitrerh 
beſides, I have a Punck after ſupper, as yoop asa roſted A 
(and. Are you mywives Coen? . 
Fuſt. Iambr;whathaſtithouts do-wih that aeth 
Card. O, cs as Fl V{ p p 
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The Haeſt Whare. 
Fuſt. The Diyels dung in thy teethys Nebe welcome whes 


ther thou wilt or no, I : What nag's chis Coz 2 verie prettig.t” | . 
| Pap ae 


fantaſticall i'faith, lets ſee ut. £ 
wife, Puh ! nay youwrench my hngex. 


(IE 


Fuſt, 1 ha{worne Ile ha't, and I hope you wilknot let my” 


oathes be crackt in the ring, will you ? I hope fir, youatenot 
malicolly at this for all your great lookes 3 are you angrie? 
Cand, Angrie? not 11ir; nay it ſhe Gan part 1/11 
So eaſily with her ng, 98 with my heawts. - 1 
Geor, Sufter this, l1r, GR all, aWwhorfon Gull, to- 


Cand.Peace George, vyhen.the has reapt what I have ſowne, 


She'll ſay, one graine tals berterof hex owns --...- 
Thea whole ſheaves gathes'd from anatharshands 
Wait's never 300d, j4ll bought atadeere-bande 1 - - (bodie;” 
| George, Þutin the weane timelbe makesan Afﬀſe of ſome- 
2-Prey; See, fee, ſee, lir, as you tumne yourback, they do- 
nothing but kiſſe. LIM AMAR) I 
Cand, No matter, let'em + when I touch her lip, 
I ſhall not feele his kiſſes, no,nox mille 
Any of her lip : no harme in kaſing1s. 
Looke to your buſtneſle, pray, make up your wares, 
Eu/+.Troth Cozand wel remembred,I would thou would(t 
give me five yards of Lawne, to make my Punck ſome falling 
bands. thie faſhion, three falling one upon another : for that's 
the new edition now: ſhe's out of linnen horribly.too, troth 
he*as nevera good {mock to her back neither, but onerhar 
haza yo many patchesin't, and that Ime faineto-weare my 
_ {elfefor want of ſhift too : prithee putmee into. wholeſome 
naperte, and beſtow ſome cleane commodities ugon us. 
Wife, Reach methoſe Cambricks,  AITPIRG AFL kuther. 
( 4n. What tg do wate,to laviſh out my goods upon a foole? 
Fuſt, Foole ! Sneales eat thefoole, or Te fo butter your 
crowne, thatit ſhall.ſcaxce go for five ſhillings. E:2 
2, Prey, Do you heare fix: y'are belt be quiet, and ſay a 
toole els you lo. 4 
F uſt . ailes,L think ſo,forthoutelſ} mc, 
Cand. Are you angne lin becauſe Inam'drche foole? 
Truſt me, you are not wiſe, inaning.ownehouſe, 


And 


The Honeft Whoye. 


Andto my faceto play the Antick thus: 
if you'll needs playthe madman chuſe, a ſtage 
Nt leſſer compaſle where few eyes may note 
Your aQionserrour ; but if ſtill yon miſle, 
As here you do, for one clap, ten will hiſle. 
Fuſh. Zwounds Cozen, hetalkesto me,as if I were a ſcur- 

vie Tragedcian. 

-2. Pren, Sirra Geor ve, 1 ha thought upon a device, how to 
breake his pats, beate 1111 ſoundly and ſhip him away, 
| Geer, Doo't. 2. Ay. Tlego in,paſſerhrough the houſe, | 


give ſome of our fellow Frentices the watch-word when 


they ſhall enter, then comeand fetch my mailter in by a wile, 
Nig place one the hall to hold him m conference, whillt ve 


_— the Gull gut of his coxcombe, 
_ * Geox, Doo't : away doo't. - 
Wife. Mult Þ call ewice fortheſe cambricksand lawnes? 
Cayd. Nay ſee, youanger her, George prithee diſpatch, 
2.Pren, Two of the chorfelt peeces are in the warehouſe,ftr, 
Cand, Goe fetch them preſently.  Emit 1. Prentu/e. 
Fuſt, 1, do, make haſte,ſtrra. 
Cand, Why were you ſuch a ftranger all this while , being 
my wiyes cozen? 
Faſt. Strang 


er ? no fir, Imea naturall Milaner borne. 
Can, I perceive ſkill itigyournaturall guiſeto miſtake me, 
bat you are welcome fir, I mach wiſh your acquaintance, 
Fuſt, My acquaintance *I fcorne that! farth ; I hope my ac- 
quaintance goesin chaines of gold three and fifry times dou- 
ble : you know what 1 meane, Coz, thepoſts of his gate area 
gainting too, Enter the 2.Prenti/c. 
2, Pren. Signior Pandolfo the Marchant,defires conference 
with you. © Can. Sigmor Pandolfo?Ilebe with him itraighe, 
Attend your miſtris and the Gentleman, Exit. 
Wife When do yoa ſhew thoſe peeces? 
Fuft, T, wh-ndoe you ſhew tholepeeces? 
Omn, Preſently fir, preſently , we are but charging them. 
Fuſt, Come firra : you Flat-cap, where be theſe whats? 
Geor, Flat cap :harke in your eare fir,y*are a flat foole , an 
Afe, aGull, ind Ile thram you': doyou ſee this oy - F1 
E 3 8 aſt, 


4 
| 


Fuſt, Stoot Cuz, a good jeſt, did you heare him ? hetol* 
me in my care , I'was a flat Foole ,'anAſſe, a Gull, and le 
thrumb you : Jo you fee this Cambrick(ſir. , - {ui 

Wife. What, not my men, | hope? i | 
Faſt. No, not your matt, but one of your menifaith, 

I.P;, Ipray fir, come hither, what ſay you to this; here an 
excellcnr good one. . yards... 
Fuſft. Imarne,this Ikes me well,cut me off fome haltfe ſcore 

2. Prev. Let your whoresCut,y*arean impudent Coxcomb, - 
you get none, and yetIlethrumb you#--A very good Cam- 
brick ſir. 

Fuſ/t.. Agen, agen,as God judge me:Sfoot Cozthey ſtand 
thrum ming here with me all day, and yer I get nothing. : 

i.Pren. A wordT pray fir,you mult notbe angrie,Prentiſes 
have hot bloods, yong tello wes, -What fay youtothis peece: : 
Looke you, 'tis {0 fott, ſo delicate, fo even, fo fine a!thrid; that | 
a Lacie may Weare 16. | Re : 

Fuſe. Stoot Ithink ſo, ifaKmight marrie my Punck» a Ladie 
ſhall weareit : cut off 20 yards : th'artan honeſt Lad. 

1.P7er. Not without monie,gull, and Ilethrum you too, | 

Om#, Gull, well thram | you. | ; 

Fit. OLord ſiſter, did not you heare ſomthing crie thrum? | 
zounds your men here makea plane Aﬀe of me... 

IVife. NV bat,to my tace.loumpudent?, , | 

G:or, I, acauſc io honelt,we Jy not ſuffer 
Our Maiſters goodsto vaniſh mome lefſe, | . 

Wifz., You'le not ſuffer them. Þ 

2.Pren, No, and you may bluſh, _. | | 
In going about to vexe ſo mildeabreat, | 
As 1s our Maiiters. ' //:ife. Takeaway thole peeces, all 


- 


Cozen, I give them freely. | 


- # 


Feſt. Maſle, and le take *em as freely. | 
Om. We'll make you lay 'em.downe againe more freely, 
Fife, Help,help;my.brotherwlbe murdered, Exter C an, 
Can, Ayw now, what coile here 2 forbeare, I lay. 
Geo, He cals us Flatcaps, aridabules us. * 
- Cong. \Why ſis do tuck examplesfloyy from me? i 
Fxifg. i They axc:of your Feeping fit, alas ppoxy brother, . 
$4 | Y - me. | >) Es : 


% 


.* 
l 


The H It /t IVh ore. 


Fuft. Tfaith they ha pepperd mesfiſter : look,dolt not ſpin? 
call you thele Prentifes ? le nere play at cards more when 
clubs 15 trump + I have a goodly coxcomb, ſiſter, have Inor ? 


Cand. Sitter and brother, brother to m y wite, 


Feſt. It you have eny Skill in Hersldry » You may {oone 
know that, break bur her pate,and you ſhall ſee her bloud and 


mine 1sall one. 


Cand. A Surgeon, run, a Surgeon : Why then wore you 


chat forged name of Coen ? 


Fuſt. Becauſe it's a commonthung to call Coz,and mingle 


now adaiesall the world ovcr. 


Card. Cozen.! Anameof much deceit, follie, and ſin, 


For under thatcommon abuſed word, 
Many an honeſt tempred Citizen 

Is made a mouſter, and his wife train'd out 
To foule adulterous ation, full of traud, 

I may well call that word, A Cities Bawd. 


Fy/t. Troth brother, my ſiſter would needs have me take 
upon me to gull your patience a little ; but it haz made doible 


Gulleson my coxcomb. 


Vife, W hat,playing the woman? blabbing now you foole. 


Cand, O my wite d1d but exerciſe a jeit upon your wit, * 


Fyſt. Stoot,my wit bleeds for't, methinkes. 
Cand, Thenlet this warming more of ſence aftord. 
The name of Cozen 1s a bloudie word. 


Fuft. Te nere call Coz againe whilſt I live, to have ſuch a 
coyle aboytit : this ſhould be a Coronation day ; for my head 
runs Claret luſtily. Exit. Enter an Officer, 


Cand. Go wiſh the Surgeon to have 2reat reſpect. 


How now, my friend, what,do they fit to day ? 
Offi. Yeslir, they expe you atthe Senace-houſe, 


Can,1 thanke your paines, Henot be laſt man there. E-x:t 


My Gowne, Geozge, go, my Gowne, A happie land, 
W heregrave men meet each caule to underitand, 

W hoſe conſciences are not cut out 1nbribes, 

To gull the poore mans right : but 1n even ſcales, 
Peize rich and poore, without corruptions veyles, 


Off. 


Come, where'sthe cowne?  Geoy, I cannot (ind che key (ir, 


Card. Requelt itof your Viitreſſe, 
F . 


Wife. 


The Honeſt Whore, 


Wiſe, Comenot to me for any key. 

{lenotbe troubled todeliver it. - ye” 

Cand. Good wife, kind: wife, it 15 a needfall trouble, 
but for my gowne. 

Wife, Mothes ſwaliow downe your gowne : 

You ſet my teeth on edge with talking on'e,- 

Cand, Nay prithee, ſweet, I cannot meet without it, 

I ſhould have a great tine ſet on my head. 

rife, Set on your coxcombe : tuſh, fine me no fines, 

(and, Beleeve me (ſweet) none greets the Senate-houſe, 
Without his robe of reverence, that's us Gowne.  - | 

Wife, Well, y*are like then to crofle that cuſtome once, | | 
You get nor key, nor gowne, and ſo depart : 

Thas ericke will vex hum ſure, and frethis heart. Exit. 
Cand. Stayglet me ſee, I muſt have ſome device, 

My cloake's too ſhort : fy, fy, no cloke will do't : 

It muſt be ſomething fathioned like a gowne,, 

With my armes out: oh Gegrge, come hither George : 

I prithee lend me thine advice, - \_ (opencheſt, 
Geor. Troth fir, were 1t any but you , they would breake 
Cay, O no, break open chelt ! that's a Theeves office : 

Therein you counſell me againſt my blond ; | | 

'Twould ſhew impatience that, any meeke meanes | 

I would beglad to embrace. Maſſe I have got1t : 

Go, ſtep up, fetch medowne one of the Carpets, 

The faddeſtcolour'd Carpet, honeſt George, 

Cut thou a helerth'middle for my necke, * 

Twotor mine armes,nay prithee looke not ſtrange. 

Geo, Thope youdo nor tlunke fir, as you meane. 

Cand. Prithee about it quickly, the hore cludes me : 
\Warily George, foftly,take heed of eyes, Exit George, 
Oat of two evils hee*s accounted wiſe, 

That canpicke out the leaſt ; the Fineimpos'd 

F'or an un-gowned Senator, 1s about” EE OR TPE 

Forry Cruzadoes, the'Carvetnot*bove foure. 

Thus have I choſen the lefler evill yer, 

Preſerv'd my patjence, foyP'd her deſperate wit. | 
Gro, Here, fit, here's the Carpet. Enter George. 

: [es | Card, 
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The Honeſt Whore. 
- Card, Owell done; George, wee'leat it juſty lf mid( + « 
Tis very well Ethanke thee, helpeit on. .* ( ticoat; 
Geoy, Te mult come! over yeurliead; fir; like a vweriches pe- 
Card. FTlrart in the right, 806d! e,it ttiſt indeed. 
Fetch mie a night-cap : for He girdirelofe, 7 1 
As if my health were queazie:: "twilffhew well 
For a rude careleſſe night-gowne, wiÞ tnot think'lt 
Geor, Indiffetent mf ere gowne,being girt and 
Card. I, anda'tight-capon my Road, -!-- - 72” (pltdted; 
Ge That's true fir, Ile run and fetch oneand a ſtaffe. bs. Ge, 
Can. For thus they cannot chuſe bur Gonſter it, 
One thatis out oſha takesno delight, 


Weares hus aj without appetite, 

And puts on raiment peer forme. Entes Geo, 
$6, ſo, kind Gevy Enrnnney You e donot laughat 
me till Fme out Fete _ 1 ? not Ifir. 

_ Cand, Nowto ol 

Methinkes, (ego m_ vp a frowne;, 

A patient p24 Saewnny Exit. 


Geo, Now 10rmpeer © like one of our carpet knights, 
onely be's ſomewhat Aur oftherwo. Enter Can- 
© Wife, Whats is your Maiſter gone? didoes wife, 

Geo, YE fortooth, his backe isbatrrew turd; 

Wife, And ins cloak; dit lHenot vex and einebte'? 

Gevy,. No, but heb'Irtake you firette anorr: r(6Aeed, lis 
wenteway like « Lajnbe: | 

Fife. Key ſinks tohell-: Rh; jatierte; patient Rile? 

T arrwith child to'vex time iv 4 

Ife'rethon look"Itfor favotir at my hard 
Upholdone jeſt forme Ges:- AeiiiRemy manlter ? 

Wi I aneery Jo we ſay Wien, ar e? Ge. Well, whatiſt? 


(= ied arg guts. 


Parc caſing 

Chains, 

And? his commins > 
Faynethe ſame pr Pp 
Twiltbreedbur's jeffchou k. eaks, will oy? ? 


Geo, Twill wrong m maiſters tience, 
: wu wrong my ol a | wife. 


— 


b, 


The Honeft Whore. 6 | 
Hife, Pry nee George. Geor, Well, if you'l fave mee 
armleſſe, and put me under covers barge I am content co 
Pleaſe you,provided it may breed no wrong againit him. 
I ife.\Nowrong atall : here tate the Key be goue : 
If any vexe him, this: if not this, none. E xcunt, 
.S.CENA. V.LL-L... uy 
Enter 4 Bawae, aud Roger. 
Bard. O Roger, Roger, whers\syour miltris, where's your 
nit; there's the fineltneateſt Gentlemantat my hbuſe bur 
newly comg qy=r , Ob,vwheres {heqwherets thewhere is ſhe? 
AK #4, My multris.1s abroad, but nat.amon (tem ; my ml- 
[tris 15 not the whore nov that,you rake herfor, - - : © 
Bawd. How,is ſhe nota whore 2, Ho-you goebout to rake 
away her good name, Reger?you area: fine Pandar indeed, ' - | | 
; Rog. Itell you, d{adona Finger-/echelLamaor fad:for now: | 
Fins, The mor. exten.one goyd incalg/ahia'three-and thirty, = | 
daies : I had wont t6 get ſixrecne pence dy trtghinga pottleof Be 
1ypocras : but now, thoſe daies.are paſt... Welad as good to-- 
ings, adona Finger-locke, ſhe within dorts, and. without. 
as any poore yong couplean Millan.) | 
Baw, Gods my lite, and is ſhechang'd now? - + - 
| Rog. Ihalottby her ſquemiſkneſſe, more then would bye | 
builded twelve bawdy houfes. eo 
Bay. And had ſhe no time to turne honeſt bur now?what a. 
vile womanis this? twenty pound a night, Ile befworne, Rog. 
in good goldand no ſilver : why here wasatime,ifſhe ſhould: 
ha pickt outgtune, it could; notbe.better { gold enough ſtix- 


ko T71 


ring ; choice of men, choiceof haize, choice of beards, choice | 


of legs, and choice of every,every,every Vang :1t cannot ſinke 
into my head,that ſhethould be ſuch an Aſſe. Roger, I never 
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beleeven; il. 1 11 etal Ft 1h .| oe Re K 
Rag. Here ſhe.comesnowy..,, C1138 þ | Enter Bellafronte, | 
B aw, O ſweet Magona, on withyour looſe gowne, your 


telt and your fether, there'sthe liyeetelt,, propreſt » gallantet 
Gentleman boa he ſmels all of Muske and Ambler 


greece, his kerfullof x, 1 50 flame-coloured doublet, 


red fatin hoſr., Farnation(ilke ſtockings , anda legge and. a 
: Bell. 


. _ 
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with a pox ? 


The Honeſt Whore) 


Zell. Hence,thou our ſexes monlter,poy ſonous Baud, 
Luſtts FaQtor, and damnations Orator, 
Golly of hell : were all Harlotsfinnes. 
W bich che whole world containes,nambred cogetber, 
Thine farre exceeds them all : of all the creatures 
That ever were created,thou art baſeſt. 
What ſerpent would Way art thee of thy office? 
It 8deteltable : for thou liy'(t 


gs of Harlots, guardſt the dore, + - 


lesgoe to daunang :O courſedevill! 
artthebalfards curſe, thoubrandſt bis birth, 
Tel kicket Frerich diſeaſe ; forthou dry-ſuckfi him: 
The Harlotspoyſon, and thine owne contuſion. 
Baw. Mary come up witha pox; have youno bodyto; rails 
t, but our Bawd new? 
| 3 And you, knave Pagder, kinſman to a Bawd. 
Rog. You and I adena,are Cozens. 
Bell, Ofthe ſameblood and making, neere allied, 
Thovu,thart ſlave tp fixpence. baſe mattal'dvillaine. 
Rog. Sixpence & nay that*snor ſo; I never tooke under two 


ſhilling foure-pence, hope ] know my fee, 
Bell, Iknownot againſt which molt to invergh: 
For both of you are damn'dſo equally. 
Thou never fpare'ſt for.oathes, ſwear 'ſtany thing, 
Asif thy ſoule were made of thot-leather, - 
God Tz me, Gentlemen. if ſhe be within," 
When in the next. roorne {he's found Aon... 
Rog. Ifitbe my yocafipn to: {weare: everie masin lus vo- 
cation hope my betters fwearand dam themlelyes;and why 


| ſhouldnoel? Bell. Rogreyes cheats inde Gentleman... 


Rog. The more gulles they. 
Bell, Slave, 1 caſheer thee. :11;/! 
)ow! And you doecaſheer himyhe ſhallbe entertain d. 
Rog. Shall I? then blurt a your ſervice. 
Bell, As hell would have it, entertain'd by you! |. 
I dare the divel buniele to. match theſe two.. ' - Exit: 
Baw. Mary gup, are tans grove: ſo wiv ſo. pure,ſo boneſt 


'F 2 | Rog. 


The wan Whixe, 


Rog. Seurvic honelt Punck /butita ay Madova;how mult our 
a green .entbe now 2? for youknowT arti' to haveallthe com- 


2 
mangs 1n at the hall iroands ou atthechamber dore. 

Ba. Trae Rogiexceptmy- 6 wk Rog. Vailes, what yailes? 

Ba, \\ by as thuszita couple come'ina Coach, and lightto 
lie downe a l:ttle,then Roger that's my fee,and you may wall 
abroad ; for theCoach-man himſelfeis their Pander. 

Ro, bh a ſo? intruth I have almoſt forgot for want of exer- 


ciſe : But how if Ifecchthis Citizenswife to that Gull , "and 


that adona tothat Gallant, how then? 


Ba. WW hy thety, Ro [Xt you et ha in fixpence a lans , ſ* 
many lanes; 6 many 
Ro. Iſt ſo? banc | ſeeave tws: Novo thint agree aint top 


ether, 
Bari Rage; folons as Yierobrauy Yavernes and baydy 
honſces in Millan.  Exenny. ect 


A fs ''$SCBNA. Ix. + + 
wter Bellafronte with Litte, Pen, 2065) hd paper | 


| boi £ pea before ay 
Song. - 
I; He C onrtiers fl flattering Jewels : 


(T emptations puoly fuels ) 
The Lawyers 4ll-gop monies, 


That ſuck yp poore Bees Hoyer: 
The Citizens ſonne's ryot, 

T he gallant coſtly dyet: 
Silks and V, WIT arles and eAmbers, 


Shall not draw me to their (hambers, She 


Silks and Velvets,ec. wrices: 
Oh'tis vaine-to wnt : :t wilnot pleaſe, | $4 eats 
Inke on this paper would ha but roman 


No, I muſt turne the ch 
And ove 


| ar——_ 
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Fl 


The Honeſt Whore. 


And hate all men;thetr gifts and companie. 
Enter Matheo, Caſtruchio, Fluello, Pioratto, _ 

ALar, Youz BY odly Puncke,/#b4#4; Cockatrice, O yare a 
{weete whore of yourpromiſe , are you not thinke you ? how 
well you came to ſupper tous laſt night ; mew, a whoore and 
breake her word ! nay you may bluſh, and hold downe your 
head atit well enough : Sfoot , aske theſe Gallantsif we Raid 
not till we were as hungrie as Sergeants. 

Fla. I,and their Yeomen too. 

Caſty. Nay faith Acquaintance,let metell you, you torgat 
your ſelte roo much : we had excellent cheare , rare Vintage, 
and were drunke after ſupper. | 

Prior, And when wee were in our W oodcockes ( {weete 
Rogue) a brace of Gulles , dwelling here in the Cirtie, came 
m,andpaid all the ſhot. fat. Pox ou her, let heralone. 

Zell. O, I pray doe,if you be Geatlemen; 

I pray depart the houſe; beſhrew the doore 
For being ſo calily intreated : faith 

I lent but little eare unto your talke, 

My minde was buſted etherwiſe introti, 
And fo your words did unregarded paſſe: 
Let this ſauthce, Iam not as 1 was, 

Flu. Tam not whatI was ! no Ile beſworne thou artnot: 
for thou wert honeſt atfive , and now th'arta Puncke ar fit- 
teene : thou wert yeſterday a ſimple whore, and now th'art a 
cunning Conny-catching baggage co day. Ne. 

* Bell, Vie fay Ime worſe , I pray forlake me then, 
1 doe deſire you leave me, Gentlemen. _ 
And leave your fclyes : O benot what you are, 


-(Spend-thrifts of ſouleand bodie). 


Let me perſwade you to forſake all Harlots, 
Worſe then the deadlieſt poyſons, they are worſe; 
For o'retheir ſoules hangs an erernall curſe, 

In being ſlaves to laves, their labours penſh, 
Theare {eldome blelt with fruit ; for ere it bloſſoms, 
Many a worme confounds it. 


« I .. 5 ww 4 SIE” ac 


The Honeſt Whore. 
For ſtead of children, they breed ranke diſeaſes, 
And all you Gallants can beitow on them, | 
Is chat French Infant, which ne'r acts, but ſpeakes: 
What ſhallow ſonne and heire then, fooliſh gallant, 
Would walt all his mheritance, to purchaſe 
A filthy loath'd difeaſe ? and pawne his bodie 
To dry evill : that uſurie's worſt of all, 
When tl Intreſt will eate out the Principal. 

Mat. Sfoot, ſhe gullesem the beſt : this is alwates ber fa- 
{lyon, when ſhe would be rid of any company that, ſhee cares 
notfor , to enjoy minealone, 

Fla. Whats heere, Inſtructions, Admonitions, and Cave« 
ats ? Come out you ſcabbard of Vengeance. . _ 
Mat, Flucllo,ſpurne your hounds ITT. foiſte, you ſhal 
not ſpurne my Puncke, I cantell you my blood 1s vext. 
Flex, Poxa yourblood : makeita quarrell. 
Mat, Y'area ſlave, will that ſerve turne? | 
Omnes Sblood, hold, hold. | | 

Caſt, Matheo, Flue llo, for ſhameput up. 

Bell, Ohow many thus moy*d with follic,have let out their 
ſoules in brothell houſes, fell downe and ded jult attheir har- 
lots foote, as 'twere in pride. ; 

Flu. Matheo, we ſhall meet. 

at. 1, I, any where, faving at Church: 
Pray take heece we meere not there. 
Fla. Adue Damnation, 
Caſtr . Cackatnce,farewell. - 1: 41 | | 

Pia. There's more deceit m women, then in hell, Exewyt. 

Aat, Ha, ha, thou doit oull.em ſo rarely, 10 naturally:if I 
did not thinke thou hadſt beene 18 earneſt; : thou art a ha 
Rogue for't ytaith, Tits | 


Bell, Why are not you gonetoo, fignior HMathes? 
I pray depart my hi ule ; you maybeleeve me, * 
Incroth I hayg no patc of harlotin me; ©" 

Mat, How this? 310 dn Os! 

Zel/, Indeed I love you nor; but hate you worſe 
Then any man, becauſe you were the firlt Bhs 
Gave mome tor my ſoule : you brake the Ice, 

F +. iday dS aead3 he v1 oe Which 


* 


_—— — 


. Th: Honeſt Whore. 
V hich after turnd a puddle {T was led 
By your temptation to be miſerable ; 


I pray fecke out ſomeotherthat will fall, 
Or rather, I pray ſeeke out none at all. 


At. Is't poflible to be impoſſible ! an honeſt whoore / 
have heard many honeſt Wekches turne Strumpets with L 
wet finger, but fora Harlotto turne honeſt, is one of Hercr- 
les Labours, It was more eaſie for him in one night to make 
fifry queanes , then to'make one of them honeſt againe in ff- - 


ty yeares. 
Come, I hope thou doſt but jeſt, 
Bell, Iistimeto leave offjelting, 
F had almoſt jdted away my falvation: 
Ltball love youit you will ſoone forfake me. 
' Mat. God be with thee. A 
- Bell, O,tempt no more women : | 
Shunne their weighty curſe, 
Women (at bet) are bad, make em not worle : 
Y ou gladly ſeeke our Sexes overthr ow : | 
But uot to raiſe our States forall your wrongs : 
Will you youchſafe me butdue recompence, 
To marry with me ? 
Altar, How ! marry wi 
mary foh, He be burnt thorow the noſe firlt. 


. Bell, Whyla? 


Theſe are your othes : you love to undoe us, 


tha Puncke;3 Cockatnce,a Harlort? 


To put heaven from us, while our beſt houres waſte : 


Y ou love to make 115 lewd, but never chatte. 


Mat. Ile heareno more of this : this ground upon, 


Th'artdama'd for altring thy religion. 
. Bell Thy Luſt and Sinne ſpeake ſo much / 


E xit. 


Goe thou my rvine, the firlt fall my foule tooke ; 


By mine example ] hope few maidens now 
Will put their heads under mens girdles : 
Who leaſt truſts, is moit wile : 
Meng othes doe calt a miit before our eyes, 
My beſt of wit, be ready,now I goe, 
By ſome deviceto greet Hipe/ito, | 

s 


SCENA 


The Honeſt Whove. 


SCENA X. FP 

Enter a ſervant ſetting out a Table, on which he plates a 

Scull,a Pifture,a Books, and a T aper, 

Ser. Sg, thists Monday morning , and now muſt I to my 
huſwifry : weuld I had beenc created a Shoomaker, for all the 
Gentle-craft are Gentlemen every Monday by their Coppie, 
and ſcorne (then) to worke one true (titch. My maſter means 
{ure to turne me into a fludent , for heere*s my Booke , here 
my Deske, here my Light , this my cloſe chamber, and heere 
my Puncke : ſo that this dull drowſie firlt day of the weeke, 
makes me halfe a Pneſt , halfe a Chaundler , halte a Painter, 
halfe a Sexton,I and halfea Bawd : for allthis day my ofhice is | 
to doe nothing but to keepe the doore. To prove look you, 
this good face and;yonder gentleman ( {o ſoone as ever my 
backeis turnd ) wil be naught together. Enter Hipolzro, 

Hip. Areallthe windows ſhut ? Ser. Cloſefir,as the fil 
of a Courner that hath ſtood inthree reignes. s 

Hip. Thou arta faithtull ſervant, andubſery ſt 
The Kalender, both of my folemne vowes, 

And ceremonfous forrow : Get thee gone, 

I charge thee on thy life, let notthe found 

Of any-womans voice pterce throughthat doore; 

Ser, If they doe(my Eord)ile pierce tome of them : 

W hat will y our Lordſhip have to breakefalt?-| - O 
Hip. Sighs. Sep, Whattodmner? . | Arp-Teares, 
Ser, The oneof them ( my:Losll)! will fill youtnofullof 

wind , the other wet:you wermuch. | Whatto {apper? 

Hip. That wlichnow:thou:canft notgetme:, theconſtan- 
cie of a-woman. JW L612 + þ-1 7 £0 al th 9.) 8 A5v0Y SAW obs | 

Ser, Indeed thatsharder ro comeby tliencver wasOftend. 

Hip. Pretheeaway.: '- SORBET: 7 ont ons Jo 
Ser. Ile make away'my'felfeprefently,winchfeweryants 

w1ll doe for their Lords ; but rather helpeto- nakethem a- 

way : Now to my dopre-keeping , Lhopetopicke ſomeching 

out of 1t. 1030146 |-:2 Exit, \ 

Hip. My Infelices face, herbrow; her ne, - 
- The c1mple on her cheeke : and fach ſiycerskill; | 


Hath 


The Howeſ® Whoyd:. 


Hath from the cunning workmans: Hfiowne, 
Theſe lipsfooke freſttand lively as' Hare: 
Seeming to tioveanthdpttike; | Las / how fi 
The reaton' why fond womith love to bay” '* + 
Adulterateioniplextcir: here*tis read, 
Falſecolours laltafterthe true be dead. 

Of all the Roſes grafted on her cheekes, 

Of all the graces dancing inher eyes, 

Of all theMuſicke ſeruponher tongue, 

Of all that was ; womans excellence, 

1n her yhite botome; look ! a painted boord, 
Circymſicribesall:; hls canno blifſe afloord. 
Nothing ofher but chis? this carnor ſpeake, 


It Ichamro lipfor me to reſt upon, 

lip worth taſting : here the wormes will feed, 
A in her Ns hence then idle Art, 

True love'sbiſt piturdina true-loves hearr. 
Hereartthou drawne {weet maide, till this be dead, - 
Sothat thou hv*{tewace, ti twice are buried. 

Thou figure of my fnend, ie there. What's here ? 


Pethapsthis fhrew'd pate was mine enemies 
Las ! yy were.: I need not feare hum now: 


Forall brayes; his contitmieltous breath; 


His frownes {tho dagper- pointed)/al Hits 
(Tho ne'refs ork) us Jhis Ttalinn "5620 


His Hot, and (tia tf) is Tavy: bu = jk r US 


See, lee, they're all caten out zhere” snat left ones! + © 


How cleanethiey 1epichraway. "ro the bare bone? ©: 


HoWnadate RARELY then to rearegrearnimes”” 
On tops of ſwelling houſes %or fo weare out, - 


Thezr fingers ends (1n durt) co fits rs 170”) Tj 
jr ting 467--ON 


Not caring 1o (that Cer Hot 

Be hung with gawdy peſts with what oP 
Yea tags moſt beggarly, t cloartvrhe foule : 
Yet (after all) their Gay»e n e lookes thus toule. 

W hat foolesare men to build a gariſh toinbe, 


Onely to fave the cargaſe whilſt tzgots, 
To gngigran 'Nong Lg thake good carrion; h 


- 
% 
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The Honeſt Whore." © 
Butleave no good deeds to preſerve them found, 

For good deeds keep men {weety long above. ground, 
And muſt all comerto this ; fooles,wiſe, all luther, 
Muſt all heads thus at length be broughe. together : 
Draw me my picture then, chou grave neate workeman, 
After this faſhion, nor like chis; theſe colours | 

In time kiſſing but aire, will be kilt, off: 

Buthere's a fellow; thas which.he layes on, 

Til! loomesday, altersnot complexion: | 
Death's the belt Painter then :They that draw lhapes, 
And live by wicked faces, are but Gods ik toe baldh £7; ; 
They come but neere the life, and.there they ſtay, 
Tlus flow drawes lite too: his Art is fuller, 


Enter bis ſervant. | - | 


Ser, Here'sa perſon would fpeake with you Sir, 
Flip. Hah!” eb ITE 44 
$:cr. AParlon, fir, would ſpeake with you. : 
Hip, Vicar? "ah! Fl 
Ser, Vicar ? no ſir, has too ggod a face to be a Vicar yet, a 
youth, a very youth, , Ll | 


- Hip. What youth? of man or woman ? Iocke the dores. 
Ser. If isbea woman, mary-bonesand Potato pies keepe 
me for medling with her, forthe thing haggot the breeches, 
*tisa male-yarlet furemy Lord, for a womans tayler ne*re 
meaſur'd him. - | | £586 
Hip, Let him give thee his meflage ahd be gone. 
Ser. Hee ſayes hee's Signior Xfatheoes man, but I know 
he hes. | | 
Hip. How doltithou know it ? hos 
Ser. Cauſe hasnere a beard : *tis his boy I thinke, fir, who- 
e repaid for his part | 
Hip. Send lymand keepe the dore. Keane. v 
Fata ſi liceat mihi, 11 
Fingere arbitrio mea, 
Temperem Zephyro levi vela, 
Ide ſaile were I to chooſe, not the Ocean, 


. 


V4 4 | ' "Cedars 


& 


The 'H one ſt Whave: 


Cedars are ſhaken, when ſhrubs do feele no bruize 
Enter Bellafront like a Payee... 
How ? from athes? 
Bell, Yesmy Lord. 
Hip. Artfick? - 
Bell. Notallin health my Lord. 
Hip. Keep off, { 
Bell, 1 dot 
Hard fate when women are compeld to wooe. 
Hip. This paper does ſpeake nothing. 
Bell. Yes my Lord, 
tter of life it ſpeakes, and therefore yric 
In hidden charafter, to me inſtruction 
My Maiſter | qe and(lefſc you pleaſe to ſtay 
| Tillyoubo mor I can the text diſplay. 
Hip, Do ſoz read out. 
Os ſtrangeſt (> 
Looke on m , d the elt ſtory! _ 
Flip. What villaine,ho?2Þ Enter hb frigine' 
| Ser, Call you my Lord? | 
Hip. Thouflave,thou haſt letinthe devil. 
Ser, Lord blefſe us, where? hee*'snot cloven m y Lord that 
7 can ſee :befides the divell:goes more hike a Gentleman then 
a Page, good my Lord Baonconragio. | 
Hip. lhouhalbletin a womanzm mans ſhape. 
And thou art dann'difor'r. i: lfjza 
Ser, Not damn'd Thopefor putting ina woman'to a Lord. 
Hip. Fetch me my rapier,-donot:: Iball allthee;, 
Purge this nifefted chamber ot thar plague, -- 
That runnes upon me thus ; Slave : thruſt herhence. 
Ser. Alas my Lord, I ſhall neverbe- able tochruſther hence 
without helpe : come Mer-maid you muſtto Seaagen. 
Bell, Here me but ſpeake, my words hall be all mulick: 
Heare me but ſpeake, * - . : | 
Hip. Another beates the dore, 
T* other Shee-devill, looke. 141 
Ser. Why then hePs broke loole> : Exit. 
Hip.. Hence, gnard the chamber : let no more come un» - © 
= .oqx” , 'G 2 One 


—- 


T he Howe fh\Wibore."\ © 
One woman ſerves for mansdamnation, 
Belhrew thee, thou doſt make mevriohee, 
The chaſte!t and molt lanctimomots yow, | .' 
Thac e're was entredin the court of heaven: .: | 
I was on meiitations ſpotleſle wings, 
Upon my journey thither ; like a Rorme 
Thu beatit my ripened co, vitations, 
Flatto the ground ;and like a theefe dolt ſtand, 
To lleale devotzontrom therholy kad; 
Bell. It woman were chyandher \ Gal heart, 1 
Benot all Marble ( orit*c Marble be) 
Let my teares {ofrenut;'taptncame, La 21; 
I do beſcech thee do notahuznth _ 7s 


Deſtroic a woman. 03% rf 97492 493hie 1 yt 
T0 a 7 


Hep. Woman | beſeecb thee, | bÞs (78 ol, 
Ger the ſome o ther ſutte, this fits theenot:: 1 - |: ,. 
I would notgrantitto a kneeling Queene, | , < © 
I cannot love theeznor:dmuſt Wh $2, Treo) © 
The COP 1c of that obligation, | (HS) 

W here my foule's bound in hea viepenalcies | 
Bell.Shee's dead you told me ſhe&lelet fall her ſuite; 

Hip. My vowes to her, fled afterher to heaven, 
Were thine eyes cleare as mine, thou migheſt behold ker, 
Watching upon yon battlement of Starres, 

Ho wlI obſerve thcm ; ſhould Ibreake my bond, 
This boord would nve1in twaine, theſe wooden lippes 
Call memoſt perjur'd villaine, — ers 

I ha {etthee in thy patls, 1ft nota 

I love thee, when with one 1o-mo Ss 

He have theefellowes ? All arefellowes there. 

Bell.) Be greaterthena King; dave nota Novlie, 

But fron eternal lſhipwracke keepe a ſoule,. 
TEnor;ahd thatagaine; finnes parh.L tread,. | 
The grreife be mine, the guilt tall on thyhead. 

Hip. Staie and take Phiſickforit, hd this Gabke, 
Aske counſell of this head what's tobe done, 
He'leſtrike itdead that.'tisdamnation, 

1 youtnzne-Tucke againe; obdo/itnet, 


Tho 
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The. tine ſh, Mews | 


Tho heaven cannot allure yourtg doe well,” 

From Oaegi}tt lethell tng vY Fg learne this, 
The ſoule: whoſ c Ye rath'y Lall idneyertouch, 

Is Gods faire B ride, and maidgns {oulesare ach; - 

The Fate that 1g Claltities: white ſhore, 
Swimsin hot Fol ſtreames, is the diyels whore. 
How now, who comes? Enter his Frans 


Ser. No more PUSSY , EE 5 ahegre 
7 over bis mynech 


a-letrerts9 or # 
hea Yo 


he-had have 
Hey uehe 
CY 49 Pins 


QUt 27-40% 
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you axe; lWERtyouen tg pA 
to:{tighe-PORatrr - (130! 
 offap, Nemeerthe Z Node hon croauehs Tapas 
But 64D SEGY Ty Y 
Goe woman, fare th Sj NR 
Bel... The dap afer 
Itdoes notmpre himl mt 


Fromglus uadoug C1 
Waſh offail jk SOT 


ON E110) Eran. | 
JE: Poo el” 
OCH 


i brow,,. 


He cannot {ure but j JOY + py me. new ge 
A woman honelt firſt, and then turne whoge,! | 


Is (as with me common to thowlands more: | 

But from a |trumpet to, turne chaſte, thatiſound || 

Haz oft beene heard, that womanhardlyfound, . Exit. 
11,SCE. Enter Fuſbice,Crambe, and Pol. 

F». Hold,up your handsgentlemen;here's one,two, three: 
(nay I warrant they are-lound Piſtols , and without flawes. I 
had em of my fiſter(and 1 know ſhe uſes to put nothing that's 
crackt) foure,five,ſixe, ſeaven, , eight apdmne , by thus hand 
bring me. þur A peece: of hisblopd, yon (hall have mine 
more : Ile lurke ina Fl -Lc06 Foley: 7; and-provide ſupper 
toclaſe u theend of ic! 1che. Tragedy Liapen-Drapers re- 


member, itand.to't,1 bleech YOU, and play y our parts perfitly. 
Cra. Loo eyouſſorior, es not yout bolde that wee weigh. 
Fuſt, Nay, nay,wagh 1t and Iparenotaf it lacke one graine 
of corne,lle giveyou a buſheff ofwheate to makeity nr 
Cram. But by your favour ſfiguior.; 'whach ak the ey ow 


G 3 


"iP 


The Won We, 


i51t, becauſe we'llpanifh Juſfly, ' © * 

Faſti. Mary tis the heal mY 3 you Katt talt him by lis 
tongue, a prettie tall prating't tellow,with a Tuktalonian beard 

Pati. Tuſcifonian? very good. | 

Fuſt. Gods life, Fwasne'r {6 thrambed frice T was {Gen- 
tieman : m ny coxcombe was oy beaten, as if my haire had bin 
hemp.” * 


Cram, We Ildry hi-res ſome 


Fauſt, Nayzjt egree mg ey y liter cried out murder, 
very manfully: T hays es m amanner)to have him 


Pop: :elfe aſc not doo'r, Reins more ren h cheaters do 


at a Ming : breake bur his pate;, ot fo , "only tris mazer , be- 


cauſe Ile have his head in acloth _ well as mine; he*sa Lan- 
nenPraper,. ah may take end gh. Teoalderiterimine Attion 
of Batterie againſt him,: butwe may If 
rotten before - the Lawiers would endit.” ” 
Cram. No more to doe; "but Kal y Gur ſel ith Ta- 
verne, provide no great” cheare, a co 2 Oy oHECibins {ome Fe- 
{ants, Ployers,an OfinSead I6,Or bathowblovdic ſoe'r 
the day beſallie you nBrfoh Abo md 168 =) 
Faſt. No, no; niytfL fir, ſome vodicthall ſtinke © It not 
budge : lle lie likes doggetn a manger. 
beg ram \V el,wveltothe Taverne, letnotour Nippbe be raw, 
you ſhall haveblood coughs 3yourbelliefyll, 
"w# ſt Thats 2136 god ime, l thirft: after,blood forblood, 
bump for bump; n5ſe for noſe, heat forhead, plailterfor plai- 
er, and fo farewell: whatthall I call'yott names becauſe Lle 
leave word; if any ſach come to the Barre?! \'" 
Cram. My name 1s Corporall Crambo. 
Poli, And mine, Lieytenany'Polt, © 6 Exennt, 
(ram, Poliigastall aman'tstver petal Onter 
L would notbethie Diyelſto mete Fob; Farewell j.! © 
Fuſt, Not 1; by ets Lott Pots ; VodatsPadp.c (77 " Brews, 
Bb JOY gap 31.05 b- 1149; 7 
be ater C oli: wafe 4 is-h her Shop, apd the 
£4 214899 Prentitrs 31 16289Þ 7c * 
wiſe Whats vclocke wwe by ovt 9! 
2, Prea, Tis almott ewelve, (1.6 7 1d 


Wife. 


I 


The Honeſt 
Fife, That's well, 
The Senate will lay w -d1 reſent! 
Butis George eread ly? ih» SE! fo Fe 
rfooth, 2 $ Furby he. 27111 is 


Whore. © 


&. 2 Pren, 
Wife. Now you acyerliop to Win my tour, | 
Throw beve our duties atd refpe&s on fun, © 


W th the ike aweasif he ann our mai ſer,” 
Let not your lookesbetray it At hits 
Or jeering glaunce! toany Cultomer, 1% dg vs 
Keepe a true ſetled counteratice ; 'atit MARE . 
You laugh not. whatſoe' ryou heartoFfee.” © ©" 
- 2. Pren, I Weak vig yo miſttis, lertis alone for kee 
countenance : forif 111k, the »not's foolt int 375 bg ng 
make me Iaughller him hy the foolene's fo like an ales 
ther it bethe tat Court foole; ortheleanit Citty toole, 
wife, Enough then, call downe (< torge, | 
2, Prey, Thearehim'comming. © 
Enter George. 

1: Se. Be ready with your legs then, let me fre 
How courtlie would become him : : gallantly ? | 
* Beſhrew my bloud, a proper ſeemely man, 
Ofa choice arriage, walks with a goodport, 

Geo, Ithanke you Miftns, 
My back's broad e ,now my Maſters gown's on, 

wife. Sure, 1 ſhould thimke twerethe leaſt of fin, 
To miftake the Maſter, md'Tet him in. 

Geo, Twerea good Comedy of Ertprs ifaith. 
2. Pren, W hiſt, whilſt, my Maſter. 


Enter Candigo, and Exit preſently. 


rife. Youall know yourtasks : Gods my life ! 
W hats thathe hazgot on's backe ?* who can tel]? 

Geo. Thatcan I, but I will not.” 

7/ife, Girt about him Wke a mad-man, - 
W hat, haz he loſt his eloake too ? bs Y 
This 1s the maddeſt faſhion that ere I ſaw. EE ES< 
W hat faid he George when- he paſſed by thee'?: | 


George 


Us 


''M he ITC 


ASA Cackold; he did oy ren a bam, Re, OY ule 
ftared me 1n the tace,pa along, and my fy 7cige if my 
lookes had wrou Ro Cwith þ bimgtd' ge hin a 

1, Sure hee's Tex how, tliis tack mov'd ki ſhlect, 
Hee's angerd now, becauf he utfred go ding: Noll 


And wordlefſe wrath breakes outmore viole | 
May be hee'l [tgve for when he comes dbwhe: : 


- 


But if thou lovelt me George, afford him none. 


| G7, RE, l:t.me alone Ve 7 ply mp g ay th ia 


rizeaslong as* 


my Ti, on, 
ar lace toany chat is. EN Manat 
to me, nome. oabola and is obſerv'd as mach 
as the faſhion he nt perſwade you then, that Sith lai 
with him for the upperhand in the (hop,aslong 
will maintainer. bis $4 ans ena 


Wife. Spoke with the ſpinir of a Maiter cog with the 


tongue ofa Prentyle; , ..: 


Enter Candido _ Prenti fy 6 at; pe 
l- ON on 


Why how now mad-man, what! inyo out cri 76 
 Cand, O peace good miftris. | BT {A 9s To. 

| Enter Jig : 12 bh da Pe NL 
See what on lacke y;*rure Callicoess fine, 
Hollands. choiſe Cnr 1 ein. He Laſt 
buy :pray come neare,,1 6 498) well, Ne can” 
afford you a penny-wor | 


Wife. Ithat he can, aut of a 6 Ate Deece op Lawne :Bith, 

Cand, Pray lee your choice hereGentlemen; 

Vife, O tne foole ! what,a mad-min'a patient madman! 
who ever heard of the like ? Wellſir, Ile fit you.and your by 
mour preſently : :what,crofſepoinrs!FHle: untieemal[ na trice, , 
He vex you faith : boy,take yourcloke, quick, come: Exit. 

Card, Be covered George, this Ghajne and welted Gowne 
. baretothiscoare : then the world'suplide dawne, | 

George, Umhb, umh, hum. 
Cram. That'sthe tbop,ard there? $the fellow, 
£00 I but the maſter is walkin; : in there, 


cap e644 


The Howeft Whore, 


Cram, Mo matter, wee*l in. "_ 
Poli, Sbloud;doſtlong to lieinLimbs ? 
Cram. And Limbobe wn hell, IT carenot. b 
Card, Looke you, here*s choice Cambrickes:; 
Cram, Nofir, ſome ſhirting. VICE 
Cand.' You ſhall. | | | 
Cram, Have you none of this ſtrip'd Canyas for doublets? 
Card. Noneltrip'd ſir, butplaine. = Ry 
2, Pren, Tthinke there be one peece ſtrip'd within. 
Geo. Step firra and fetch it, hum, hum, hum, 
Cand, Looke you Gentlemen,Ile make but one ſpreading, 
here's a peece of cloth, fine, yet ſhall weare like iron, tis with- 
out fault, take this upon my word, tis without fault, 
Cram, Then tis betterthen youſirra, ak 
- Card. I, andanumber more : O that each ſoule 
Where but as ſpotlefle as this innocent white, 


. 
4 Me ee $$ wot Dt * 


And had asfew brackes init. 
Cram. Twould have ſome then : 
There was a fray here laſtday mthis ſhop. 
Cand, There was mdeed, a little flea-brting. 
Poli A Gentleman had hispate broke : 
Call you that but#flex-biemg'? 
Card: Hebatd fo; 0 þ% nll 7. 9% 
Cram. Zounds do-youRtantito'ic? © He ſtrikes hips, 
's Geo, Sfoot, clubs,clib; ,prefitiſes, downe' with em, 
Ah yourognes ſtrike a Citizen ry sfhop?''7 1 
Can. Noneof you ſtirteT pray; thrbeate ggo0d Geor pe. 
Cram. Ibefetchiyorfir, wet miltooke out markesy, deliver 
us our weapons. 7 ; 
' Geo, Yourheadblerds fir; cry clubs. 
Gand,” Tay you ſhall not; pray bepaticht, 
Give them'their weapons :11rs, y*are beſt be gohe, ' +» 
Ttell you here are boyesmore tough then Beates: 
Hence, lelt more filts doe walke about yout eares; -- | 
Both, Werthanke you ſir, Exeynt. 
Cand. You ſhallnotfollow them : .* 
Let them alone pray, this did mendgharme,”” © - 
Troth Inavcol, andreblow tale wire 


I chanke 


SS. - w- 
— 
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The Honeft Whore. 
I thanke em fort : beſides, I had decreed 


To have a vine prickt, I did meaneto bleed: 
| So that there's monie ſav'ds they arehoneſtimen, 


Pray ule'em well, when they appeare agen, 
Georre. Yesfir, wee'l ule *em like honeſt men. 


Cand. I, well faid George, like honett men, tho they be ars * 
rant knaves, for that's the praiſe of che Citie ; helpe to lay up 
thete wares. | We 

Enter hu wife with Officers, 
Wife. Yonder he [tands. 
Off. Wharin a Prentices coate ? 
Wife, I, I, mad, mad, pray take heede, | 
Cand, How now { what.news with them 2 1 » þ 
W hat make they with. my wife | X 


O iicers, is{hearcach'd? Looke to your wares, 


Wife, He talkes tobimſcle : hee's mach gone indeed. 
- Off. Pray placke up a good heart, be not ſo fearctull :; 
Sirs hearke, wee'l gather to hum by degrees. 
Wife. 1,1, by degrees I pray : Oh mr !. 
W hat makes he with.the Lawne in his hand ? 
Hee”l tare all theware 1n my ſhop. | 
Off. Feare not, v ee'l catch lum on a ſudaine. 
Wife. You had need do fo, pray take heed of your warrant, 
OF. 1 warrant miltris : Now ſignior Candido, © 
Cand. Now fir, what news with you? 
Wife. What news with you he {ates ? Oh hee's far gons ! 
Off. Ipray fearcnothing, ler's alone with him, H 


| Sigmior, you looke notlike your ſelfe me thinkes, 


Steale you atother ſide, hes chang'd, y*arealtred. 

' Cand. Chang'dfir, why true (ix, is change ſtrange , tis not 
the faſhion unlefle it alter. Monarkes turne to beggars, beg- 
2ars creepe into the nets of Princes, malters ſerve their Pren« 


- rices, Ladies their ſerving-men, men to turne to women. 


Off. And women turne to men. | 
( an. I,and womenturne to men, you ſay true, ha,ha,a mad 
world; a mad world. ROY EE | 
Of. Have we caught yOu HSE 42008 Q + 
| Card, Caught me !well, well, you have caught me. 
$f | | Wife, 


\ 


The Honeff Whore” 


Wife. He Rugoe in your faces, 
George, A relcue(prentiſes)my maſters catch-pol'd, 

Off. Icharge you keepe thepeace, or have your legs gar- 
tered with yrons , we haye from the Duke a warrant ſtrong e- | 
nough for what we Coe. Saad "iis 

Cand. Ipray reſt quier, I deſire no reſcue. 

Fife. La, he delires no reſcue, las poore heart, 

He talkes againſt himſelfe. 
'  Cand, Well whatsthe matter? 
Of. Looke to that arme, 
Pray make ſure worke,double the cord. 
Cand., W hy, why? | 
Wife, Sec how's head 'goes , ſhould heget looſe, 
Twere as much as all nay a were worth, _ | 
Off. Feare not, we'll make all ſurefor ourowne ſafctie. 
{ and. Are you at lerfarenow?well, what's the marcer?. 
Why doe | enter into bonds thus ? ha! 
Off. Becauſe y'are mad, putfeare upgn your wife. | 
Wife, OL, I wentindanger of my ho | 


every minute. 
Card. What,am I mad fay you, and I notknow it? 's 
Of. That prooves you mad, becauſe you know it not. 
Wife. Pray talketo him as ketle as you can, 
Youleehe's too farre ſpent. | 
Cand. Bound with {trong cord, 
A ſiſters threed yfaith had beene enough, 
To lead me any where : wife, doe you long? 
You are mad too, or elſe you dce me wrong. 
George, But are you mad indeed marſter? 
Cand, My wite fates fo, 
And what ſhe fates George, is all truth you know: 
And whither now, to Bethlem monaltene; ha ! whither? 
Off. Faith ee'n to the mad-mens pownd. 
Can. A Gods name, ſtill Ifeele my patience ſound. Exit. 
Ge. Come we'l {ee whitherhe goes, if the maſter be mad, 
we are lus letvants, and muſt follow his {teppes,wee'l be mad- 


caps too:farewel multris,yog ſhal have us al in Bedlem Even 
Wife. Ithinke I havetitted you now, you and your cloths, 


If chis moye not his patience nothing can, 
| H 2 Ie 


The Howeſt Whore: 


Te {were then I have a Saint, and not a man, | Exit 


SCENA XII1. 
Enter Dnke, Dottor, Fluello, C aſeruchio, Pioratte. 


Dx. Give usa little leave ; Doftor, youraewes, 

Do#, 1 ſent for hum my Lard,at laft he came, | 
And did receveall ſpeech that went from me, 
As gilded pilles made to prolong his health: 
My credit with lum wrought  : tor ſome men 
Swallow even empty hooks, like fooles that feare 
No drowning where tis deepeſt, cauſe tiscleare: 
In th'end we fat and eate : a ealch 1 dranke 
To Infelices lvweete departed loulhs, 
Thistraine I knew would take, | 

Da. Twas excellent. 

Do&.. Hefell with ſuch devotion! on's knees 
To pledge the ſame. 4/2: why of. 
" Ds. Fond ſuperſtitious foolel.. 

Do. That had he bn inflam'd with zeale of p praier, 
He couldnot poure't out with more reyerence: 
About my neck he hung,wept on my cheeke, 

Kiſt it, and ſwore he would adore my lippes; 
Becauſe they brought forth /»fe/ices name. 

D#x. Ha, ha, alacke, alacke, 

Dot. The Cup he lifts up hie,and thus be faid; 
Heere noble maid : drinks, and was poiſoned.” 

Dx. And died? 

Dot, Anddied,my Lord, 

Dz. Thop inthat word haſt peec'd 
Mineaged houres out with more yeares, 
Then thou haſt taken from Hjpolito. 
A noble yourh he was, butleſler branches 
Hindring the greaters - Wh muſt be lopt off, 
And fecdethe fire: Doctor we are now all hue, 
And uſeus ſo : be bold. 

Dott, Thankes my gracious Laxd: 
My honored Lord: 

Dz. Hum. 


Dot, 


The Honeſt Whore.  -. 
DoF. 1doebeſcech your grace to burie deepe, 
This bloodie aft of mine. 

Du, Nay, nay, for that, 

Door, looke you to'r : meit ſhall not moye, 
The'yre curlt thatill do,notthbatill doe love. 

Do. You throw ananegrie forehead on my face: 
But be you pleas'd backward thus far to looke, 
That for your good,thisevill Tundettooke. 

Dx. I, I, we conſiter 0: | | 

Dott. And onely for your loye, 

Du, Contelt : tis true. 

Dot, Nor let icftand againſt me as a barre, 
To thrult me from your preſence : norbeieeve _ 
Gr Princes ha quick thoughts)thatnow'm yfinger 

ing dipt in blood; will nor ſpare the hand, 
But that for gold(as what can gold not do?) 
I may be hur'd to workethelike on'you. 


Ds. Whichtoprevent. EE 


Dot, Tis from my heart as farre. 


D#. No matter Door, cauſe Ile feareles ſleep, 


| And that you ſhall ſtand cleare of that ſuſpition, 
T bantth thee for ever from my Court. 
This pnnciple is old ,but true as Fate, 


Kings Frey lovetreaſon,but the traitor hate, Ext. 


Do, 1it ſo?nay then Duke, your ſtale principle, 
Wi ith one as ſtale, the DoQtor thus ſhall quir, 
Hefals himſelfe that digs anothersg pat : 
How now ! where is he 2 will he not meet me? 
Enter the doftors man, 


Dofors man, Meet you fir, he might have metwith three 
Fencers1n this time, and have receryed leflſe hurt then by mee- 
ting one Door of Phiſick e ; Why fir, he Kaz walkt under the 
ol Abbey wall yonder this houre,, t1]l hee*'s more cold then  . 
Cittizens countrie houſe in |anmnere , you may ſmell hjm be- 


hind fir : Ia you, yonder he Comes, 
Do. Leave me. Enter Hipolito, 
Do, may, Itch Iurchif yon will, EZ x7, 


Do. Omy moſt noble triend! 
Hi 
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The Honeſt Whore. © 
Hip. Few but.your ſelfe, | 
Could have intic?d me thus : to truſt the Aire + 
\With my cloſe fighs : you ſent for me, what news? 
Do. Come, you mult doffthisblacke , |die that pale cheek 
Into his owne colour, goe, attire your ſelfe |. 
Freſh as a Bridegroome when he meets his Bride, 
The Duke haz done much treaſon to thy Tove, 
Tis now reveal'd , tis now to be reveng'd: 
Be merrie, honour'd fnend, thy Ladie yes. 
Hip. What Ladie * 
Do. Infelice, ihe's reyiv'd, 
Reviv'd : Alacke {death neyer had the heart, 
To take breath from her. - - 
Hip. Umh : Ithanke youfir, 
Phiſicke prolongs life, w_ it cannot ſave: 
This helps not my hopes, mine are 1n their grave, 
You doe ſome wrong to mocke me, -- || -d'ijs 
Do. By that love | $rieaeaþg!o 
WW hich 1 haue ever borne you whatT ſpeake, 
Is trath : the maiden lives, that retail. 
Dukes teares, the mourning was all countertet: 
A ſleepie draught coſned the world and you; 
1 was his minulter, and chen chambred up; | 
To ttop diſcovene. 
Hip, O treacherons Duke! ; 
Do. He cannot hope ſo certainely for blifſe, | 
As he beleeves that I have poiſon'd her: | 
He woo'd me too't, I yeclded, ahd confirm'd hum 
In his moſt bloodie thoughts. 
Hip. A vere divell' | 
Do. Heredid he cloſely coach to Bergamo, 
And thither q Fol ff 
Hip. Wull Iride, ſtood Bergamo 
In the Low Countries of blacke hell, Ie to her. 
.Do. Youlhallto her, bat notto Bergamo: 
How Paſſion makes you fle beyond your ſelte; 
{ach of that wearie journey I ha cut off, 
For the by Letters hathintelligenccy 


Ot 
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The Honeff Whorz. "to © >. 
Ot your ſuppoſed death, her owne interremene; © 
And all choſe plots, which that falſe Duke herfather- », .. - 
Haz wrought againſt you; and ſhee'l meete you;i 7.4 
Hip. O when 7 Bag 
Doct. Nay fee : how covetous arc your deſires, SG 1G 
Earely to morrow morne, Ft Of 
. Hip. O where good father? _ | Js «3k FL ES, 
ON 
ST 


m— 


Doc, ArBethlem monaſterie/ are you pleaslage 
-» Hip. Ac Bethlem monalterie! the place well its, 
It is the Schoole where thoſe thac looſe their wits, is "TT 
Practiſe againe to get them ; Lam (ighe- + 4s 
Ofthat.gdulcales/alll Loyeis lunatike.), 1 1 ho om: 
- Doe; Wee'l fteale'away thisnight mſome di 
Father 4z/c/mo, a molt reyerend Frier,, 4 
Expects our comming, before whom wee' ay 1 7. 
| Reaſons10 lizong. that he {hall yeeld in bonds 
Ofholy wedlocketo tie both your hands. 
Hip. Thisis Tuch happineſſe, 
Thar to beleeve 1t, tiskmpoſſible. 
Doc, Letall your joyes then dic m misbelecte, 
I willreveale no more. 
Hip. O yes goodfather,, : _ 
Tam fo well acquainted with Deſparre, 
I know not how to hope : I beleeve all. 
Dec. Wee'l hence this night, much mult be done , much 
But if the Doctor faile not in Iuscharmes, ( laid; 
Your Lacie ſhall ere mornung fill theſe armes, _ 
Hipol. Heavenly Phuſitian {farre thy name ſhall ſpread, 
That makſt two Lovers {peake when they bedead. EZ xexnr. 


AR, 
.' 


Candidoes wifes and George : Prratto meets them, 
Wife. O watch good George, wateh which way the Duke 
| commeth, x Friar 
Geo, Here comes one of thebutter-flies, aske him. 
Wife. Pray-lir, comes the Duke this way ? | 
Pio, Hee's upon comming miltns. Exit. 
Wife. I thanke youſir: George, arethere many mad folkes , 
where thy mailter lies? | 
VIE EE George 


- 


The. Honeſt Whore, 


Geo.O yes,of all countries ſome;bur eſpecially mad Greeks 


they ſv. pay troth miſtris,the work is altered with you,you 
had not wontto ſtandthus with apaper humbly complaining: 
but y-are well enough lery'd : provender pripier YOUAs it does 
many of our Curtie-wives befides. 

>= Wife, Doſt thinke George we {hall oethim forch ? 

* George, Truly mſtris I cannot tel,I thinke you'l hardly get 
him forth : wir rig e { Stoot I ha knowne many women 
that ha had\mad efullieny their husbands; whom they would 
belabour by.all means poſſible to keepe em in therr right wits, 
but of a woman to long to turne a tame man intoa mad man, 

why the divell himiclfe was never uſde ſo'by his dam. 
5 Wife. How eos he talke' Geor "as {good George cell me. 
George, Why y 'are beſt goe "T4 1] 

Wife. Alas,I am afraid. 

George. Afraid !you had more needbe aſhamr' my ra”. 
ther be atraid of you. | 

Wife. But George, hee's nobles maati/i whe? he doesi not 
rave, he is not horne-mad George, ishe ? | 

George, Nay know notthat, but h&falkes like a Jules of 
oy NS, of a thouſand matters, and to no-purpole, 

Vife. Tle to the Monaſterie : I ſhalbemathtjH Lenjoy lim, 

T My zall be ſicke untill I joe him, yeowhen ddpereclin;D ſhall 
; VvCepe out mine E1Es, 

+ Georg8. Ide Fang (eeawoman weeps outherees,that's as 
trueas to ſay, a mans-cloake burnes,-whewit hangs inthewa- 
ter : I know youIweepe miltrig/bur wharfaies che painted 
cloth Taft uot. a0man whentſhe erv6ry,” 

For foreel pumperwater fromher eies-: 
With a wet finger, and in faſter ſhowers, 
Then Aprilt when he raines downe flowers, 

Wife, k but George, that paintedclothis worthie to be han- 
ce up for ly1 ng , all women have not teares at will, unlefle 
chey have 'good cauſe. 

George, I but miftris howeaſily yall they Gaiden cauſe,and 
az one of our cluete-trenchers layes yerydearnedly ; 

As owt of marmezaad; Rees (1 jm rr | 
As from poore Clients Lawyers firke money. 


As 


#4 


#4 


- 


The H oneft Whore. 
As Parſley from arofted cunny : | 
So, tho the day be ne*'r ſo ſunny, 
1f wives will have ut raine, downe thenst drives, 
The calmeſt kusbands make the ſtormeſt wives. 

Wife, Tame George,but I ha done [tormins now. 

Geo.Why that's well done : good miſtsis,throw aſide tl ; 
taſluon of your humour, be nor ſo fantaſticall in wearing it : 
ſtorme no more, long no more, This longing haz made you 
come {hort of many a good thing that. you might haye had 
from my maiſter : Here comes the Duke. Fþ 

Enter Duke, Fluells, Pioratto, Sinexs, 

Wife, O 1 beſcech you pardon my offence, 
Inthat I dur{t abuſe your Graces Warrant, 
Deliver forth my h good my Lord. 

Dake, Who 1s ber husband? 

Flu. Candido my Lord. Duke. Where is he? 
Wife, Hee's among the lunatickes,, 

He was a man made up without a gall, 
Nothing could movehim, nothing could conyert 
His meeke bloud into fury, yet like a monſter, 

I often beate atthe molt conltant rocke 

Ofhis unſhaken patience, and did long 

To vex him, D «kg, Pd you to? 

Wife, * nd for that parpole, 

Had warrant from your Grace, to carry him to 
Bethlem Monaſtery, whence they*lnotfree him, 
W ithour your Graces hand that ſent lum m. 

Dx. You ha longed faire,tis you are mad Ifeare, 

Irs fit to fetch him thence, and keepe you there: 
If he be mad, why would you haye lum forth ? 

Geo, And pleaſe your Grace,hee's not ſtarke mad, but only 
talkes like a yong Gentleman, ſomewhat tanraltically,that*s 
all : there's a thouſand about your Court,City,and Country 
madder then he, ; 

Duke. Provides a warrant, youſhall have our hand, 

Geo, Here's a warrant ready drawne my Lord. 

Duke, Get penand inke. © Emter Caſtruchio, 

Caſt, Where is my Lord the Duke ?+ - 

Duke. How now ! more mad men ? I Caf. 
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| The Hoveft: Whore. 

{Caſt . 1 ha ſtrange newes my Lord, 

Duke, Of what? of whom ? 

Caſtr, Of Infelice, and a marriage. 

Duke. Ha ! where? with whom ? 

Caſt. Hipolzto, Geor, Here my Lord, 

Dx. Hence with that woman, yo1d the roome. 

Flu. Away, the Duke s vext E xcant. 

Geo. Whoop, come muttris,the Duke's mad too. 

Du, Who told me that Hipolrto was deal ? 

(aftr He that carymake any man dead,the doctor:but my 
Lord, hee's as full of lite as w:1de-fire,and as quicke: Hipoliro 
the DoRtor,and one more r1d hence thus eyening ; the Inne at 
which they light 15 Bethlem monaſtery : Zufelices comes tro 
Bergamogand meets them there: Hipediro is mad,forhe means 
this day to be married;the after nogne 15 the houre, and Frier 
eLnſelmo 15 the knitter. | | 

Dx. From Bergamo *ilt poſlible Fit cannot be. 

Caſt, 1 willnot {weare my Lord, 
But this intelligence I tooke from one, 

Whoſe braines worke in the plot. 

Dake What's he er Caſt, Mathes. 

Flu. Matheo knowes all. * 

Pior, Hee's Hipolztoes bolome. | 

D#he, How farre ſtands Bethlem hence ? 

Omnes. Six or ſeayen-mules. | 

7). Ik fo ? not marned till the afternoohe : | | 
Stay, ſtay, lets worke out ſome prevention : how / 
Th1s 1s moſt ſtrange, can none but mad-men ſerve 
To drefle their wedding dinner ? all of-you 
Get preſently to horſe, diſguiſe your ſelves 
Like Countne Gentlemen, | 
Or riding Citizens, or 10. and take ; 

Each man a, ſeverall path, but let us meete | 
At Bethlem monaſtery, ſome ſpace of time 

Being ſpent betweene the arriyall each of other, 

As it we cameto ſee the Lunatickes. 

To horſe, awaybe ſecret on your lives. | 
Love mult be puniſht that wn yultly thrives, Z xXennt. 
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The Howeſt Whaye. F 


Flu, Be ſecret on your lives 3 Caſtruchio, 
Y'arebut a ſcurvie ſpaniel ; honeſt Logg, 
Good ladie : Zounds their love is jult,tis good, 
And Ile preyent you tho Ifwim inblood, = Exit. 
Emer Frier eAnſelma, Hipolito Mathen, Infelices, 
Hip. Nay, nay, reſolve good father, or denie. 
Anſ. You preſle me to an act, both full ef danger,and full 
"of happines:for I behold your fathers frowns, his threats,nay 
perhaps death to him that dare dogvhis : yet noble Lord, ſuch 
comfortable beames break through theſe cloudes by this bleſt 
mariage,thatyour honor'd word being pawnd in my defence, 
I will tie faft the, holy wedding knot, —=" © 
Hip. Tulh, feare not the Duke. {”, 
eAnſ, Olon ! wilely to teare,1s tobe free from feare. 
Hip, You have our words, and you ſhallhave ourlives, _ 
To guard you fate fromall enſuing danger. * DG RE: 
Hat, I, 1, chop em up, and away. .. bs ht 
Auf. Stay, when ut fit for me, and ſafeſt for;you,to enter- 
taine this bulineſle ? \ Hip. Not tilt the evening, 
e-L/. Bento, there ſtands 2 Chappel! hard by,: : +. -- 
Upon the weſt end ofthe Abbey wall, .- 9 
Thicher convey your {clyes, and whey the Sunng 
Hath turn'd his backe upon this upper work, 
I'le marne you : that done,no thundring yoce can breake the 
| ſacred bond,yet Lagie, here youare molt fate. 
Tafe. Father,yuur love's molt deere. | | 
Mat. 1; well faxdelocke us1nto fomelittleroome by 0:1 
ſelves, that we may be mad tor an houre or two. 
Hip. Ogood Hathes no, lets makenonoule. 
Mat. How ! no no1ic/doe you know whiere you are?sfoot” 
moyuſt al the mad-caps un JLi/an:1o thatto th row the boute- 
out at window'will be the better, & no man will tuſped that 
we lurke heere to lteale mi:tton 3: the more fober weare, the 
more ſcuryie tis. And tho the Friertell us, thathere we are 
ſafett, lain not of his minde,for if thoſe lay here that had loſt 
ther monie,none would ever looke afterthem , but heere are - 
none bnt thoſe that have lalt their wits, ſo that'if hue and crie | 
be made, hither they'l come, and my reaſon is, becauſe none 
L..3: (WES 112 2023 
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The Honeſt Whore. 
J0es to be married till he be ſtarke mad. 
 Hip.Mutfie your ſelves, yonders Fluello. Enter Fluello, 

AMat, Lomds! | 1 

Flx. O my Lord, theſecloakes are not for this raine, the 
cemp.tt 1s too great : I come ſeating to tell you of it ,that 
you may get out of tf, 

11ar, Why what sthe matter? 


Fl. What's the matter? your have matterditfatre : the. 
Dak's at hans. | 
 Omnes, The Duke! Flu, Theverie Duke. 


flip. Then all our plots are turn'd upon qurhedds; and 

vieare blowne up veith our owne uridermmings. Sfoote how 
comes he ? whatvilaine durlt betrate our bemg here? 

Flu. Caftrnchio told the Duke, and H7athes heretold Ca- 


ſtru cho. | 


Hip. Would you betrate meto Caftrnchio ? 

Ma.Stoote,he damn'd himſelf tohelgthe ſpeak on't agen. 
Hip. So did you ſ{yeare to me : fo were you damn'd. 

Mat Fox on*emyft there be no faith im men, if a man ſhall 
not belceve othes : he tooke Bread and Saltby this Light,that 
he would never open his lps. Hip, © God! 
An{.Son be not deſperate,ha patience,you ſhal'tnip your ene- 
mie downe by his owne {lights : How far15the Duke hence? 

Fla, He's but new ſet out,(aftrachio, Pioratto & Sinezs 
come along with him: you have time enough yer to prevent 
them, if you baye but courage. | 

Anſ. Yeſhall iteale fecretlieinto the Chappell. 

And preſently be marned : if the Duke 
Abide here ſtill, ſpite of ten thouſand cies, 
Yon {hall ſcape hence like Friecs. |, 
Hip. Obleit difgueſe ! O happie man! 
Arſe. Talkenot of happineſle nll your clos?dhand 
Have her by'th forchead, like the lock of Time: 
Be not coo flew, nor haſtie,now youclime ' 
Up tothe Tower of b!:f]e,onely be wane 
And patient;thats al[ : if you like my plot, 


- Build and diſpatch:tt not farewell z then not. 


. Hip, Oyes, wedoe applaud it : well diſpute. 
No longer, but will hence and execute. ' __ Fluells, 


The Honeſt Whore. 


 Flaello.Y ouliitay here, let usbe cone, 


The ground that trighted Lovers tread upon, 
Is itucke with thornes. 
Anſ. Come then, away, t1suweete, EFxcunt. 

To ſcape thoſe thorns,to put on winged feet. 

at. No words pray Flxello,for't Rtands us on. 

Fla, Oh ir, let that be your leſſon: 
Alas poore Lovers !.on what hopes and feares, 
Men tofle themſelves for women: \W hen ſhe's got 
The be{t hazin herthat veh:ich pleaſeth not. 


Enter to Flaellogthe Duke Caſtruchio, Praratta, 
and Smexiifrom (everall doores muffled. 
Dx. Who's there? Caſt. My Lord. 
Da. Peace; fend that Lord awzy. 
A Lordthip will fpoile all, lets be all fellowes 
VW hats he ? 
Caſt. Flucllo, orelle Sinezti by Is little legs. 
Omnes, All friends, all friends, 
Dx, W hat, meet upon the very point of ttme? 
Is this/the place ? Pio, This is the place my Lord, 
D#.Dream you on Lordihips/comeno more LordsI pray: 
Youhaye not ſeene theſe Lovers yet! Om. Not yet, _ 
D ke. Caſtruchio,art thou ſure this wedding feate1s nottil 
afternoone?, Cafto. So it 1s given out my Lord, 
Dx. Nay.naysttshke , cheeves mult obſcrue their houres, 
Lovers watch minutes hike Aftronomers, | 
How ſhall the #rerim houres by us be ſpent? 
Flu.Letsall goe fee the madmeny 
Omn. Maſle content, Emter Towne like a ſweeper: 
Dx. O here comes one,queltion him, queſtion him. 
Fla. Now honeſt fellow, doſtbelons to the houſe? 
Tow.Yes torſooth, Tam one of the implements, E fweepe the 
mad-mens roomes, and fetch ſtraw tar *em, and bute charnes 
to tie em, and rods to wipem,lI was a mad wag my felte here 
once,but I thik father An/e/mhe laſht me into my witsage. - 
Dx, Anſelme1sthe Friermuſt marne them, * * 
Queſtion him wherc he 18. 
oF: TT I 3 | Caft., 


The Honeſt Whore. 


Caſt, And where 1s father An/e/mo now? 
Town, Marne he's gone but even now. | 
Dx. 1, wel done, tell me, whyther 1s he gone? 
Tow, \Vhy to God a mighty: 
Flz, Ha, ha,this fellow'sa toole, talkes 1dely- 
Pio, Areallthe mad folks in 24/an brought hither? 
Tow, How all ! ther*s a queſtion indeed : why if all the 
mad folkes in 7://a» ſhould come luther,there would not be 
lett cen menin the Cittie. 
Du, Few Gentlemen or Courtiers heere, ba. 
Tow. O yesaboundance, aboundance, lands no ſooner fal 
into their hands , bur ſtraitthey run out of their wits : Citt- 
zens ſons & heirs are free of the houſe by their fathers copie: 
Farmers ſons come hither like geeſe(in flockes)& when they 
ha ſold all their corn fields,here they fitand pick. the ſtrawes. 
$7, Me thinks you ſhould have women here a\well as men, 
Tow, O Ia plague on 'em, ther'sno ho with *enr ,, they're 
madder then March hares. | 
Flu. Arethere no Lawyers amonglt you? | 
Tow, O no, notone : never any Lawyer,we dare not let a 
Lawiercomein , forhe'll make 'em mad falter then wee cat 
recover 'em, | | 
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Anſel, 
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Anſel, Ithanke you Gentlemen, Enter Anſelmo, 
Caſt, Pray may we {e: fome ot thoſe wretched ſoules, 
Thathere are in your keeping ? Anf. Yes, you thall. 
But Gentlemen, I muſt difarme you then, 
Thereare of mad-mey, as there are of tame, 
Althumourd not alike : we have here ſome, 
So apiſh and phantaſhicke, play with a feather, 
And tho twould grieve a ſoule to fee Gods image 
So blemiſhtand detac'd, yerthey doe at 
Such anticke and luch prettie lunacies, 
That ſptte.ot Sorrow they*I make yon fmile : 
Ochers agen we have like hungrie Lions, 137 
Fierceas wilde Bulls, untameable as flies, 
Ard theſe have oftentimes from ſtrangers lides 
Snacht rapiers ſudainely, and done much harme. 
Whomat you'l ſee, you muſt be weaponlefle. 
On. Wrthallour hearts. 
Anſ. Here; take theſe weaponsin, 
Stand off alittle pray 3 ſo, ſo, tis well : 
Ie ſhew you here a man that was ſometimes 
A very grave and wealthy Cittizen, 
Haz ſerv'd a prentiſhip to this misfortune, 
Beene here ſeaven Yeares, and dweltin Bergamo. 
Duke, How fell he from lus wits ? 
| Avnſ. By loſle at Sea : 
le ſtand aſide, queſtion him-you alone, 
For ifhe ſpie me, hee'l nor ſpeake a word, .; | 
Unleſſe hee's throughly vext. Dzſcovers an old man wrapt 
\ Flu. Alaspooreſpule ! Caſt. Avery old man. (in anet . 
Duke. God ipeed father. ; 
I. ad, God ipeed the Plow, thou ſhalt not ſpeed me. 
Pio. We ſeeyou old man forall you dance ina net; 
I. ad, True,but thou wilt daunceina halter and I ſhall 
Anſ. Odoe not vex hum pray. (not ſee thee. 
Caſt. Are you a Filherman father ? $23 21 NE 
1. Had, No, 1am neither fiſh norfleſh, 
Fils, W hatdoe you with chat net then ? | 
I .71{ad.Doltnot ſee foole? there's a freſh Salmon mn's : it 
youltep one foot furder,you'l be over ſhooes;for you fee I am 
. Over 


The Honeſt Whove. 
overhead and eares in ſfalt-warter : if you falinto this whirle- 
Poole whereI am, y'are drown'd : y'are adrownd Rat. Iam 
Thing here for five ſhips, bat I cannot have a good draught, 
for my Net breakes fill, and breakes, but Lie breake {ome of 
vour neckes and Icatch you in my clutches, Stay, ſtay, [tay, 
wheres the winde? wheres the winde ? Out you Gulles, you 
Gooſe-caps, you Gudgeon-eaters/dp you looke for the wind 
in the heavens ? ha,ha,ha,ha, no, no,looke there,looke there, 
the windeis alwayes atthat doore : hearke how it blowes, 
puke, pufle, pufle. Omnes Haz ha, ha, 
1.1ad Do you laughat Gods creatures?do you mock; old 
age,you Rogues? Is this gray beard and head countertey that 
youcry, ha,ha,ha ? Sirra, art not thou my eldeſt ſonne? 
Pior, Yes indeedefather, 
1.7124. Then tharta foole, for my eldeſt ſon had a polt- 
foor, crooked legs,a verjuice face, arzda peare colour'd beard: 
1 made lima Scholler , and he made himfelfe a foole. Sirra, 
thou there : hold out thy hand, | D#. My hand; wel,here tis. 
1.I4d, Looke, looke;looke,haz he not Jong nalles, and 
ſhort haire? F\u,Yesgmonftrous ſhort haire, and abhomi- 
nable long nailes. 1. Mad.” Ten-peny mailes,arethey not? 
Flu. Yes ten-penynarkes;1 21-4 | 
1.1724, Such nailes had my ſecond boy : kneele downe 
thou varlet, and aske thy Father bleſſing : Suchnailes had my 
nucadlemolt ſon, and I made hum a Promoter: and he (crapt, 
and fcrapt,and ſcrapt,tilhe'got lie divelandallibat he tcrapt 
tis and thus and 1t went under tns fegs, till at Teugtha com- 
pantie of Kites,takins him for carrion, [wept upalhall.,all all. 
If yoa love your les, Ivoke ro your ſelves : Fe (ce, lee, the 
Turkes Gallies are tghting with my ſhips, Bownce goes the 
cumnes t opoh/cry the mentromble,romble goe the waters : 
Alas, there ; tis ſunke, tis fanke : Lam nndone,T am undone, 
youar2the damn'd Pirates have undone me : youare by the 
Lord, you are, youare, {top em, you are. > 
Al. Why how now firra/muaſt I fall to tame you ? 
1 (Iſ1d, Tame me! nn, Ile be madderthen a roaſted Cat: 
{-e,fce,l am burnt with gunpowder,thele are our cloſe tights 
Anſ. Ye wiypyou if yougrow unruly thus. | | 
| | 1, Mad. 


mY 


The Honeft Whore, 
11d, Whip meſout you toad whip me? what juſtice is 
this » to whip me becauſe I ama beggar? Alas! Iamapoore 
man : 2 very poore man:I am ſtary*d,and haye hadno meatrc 
by this light,neverſince the great floud, Lam apoore man. 
eAnſ, Well,well,be quiet, and you ſhall have meate. 

I Mad. I pray do : To you, here be my guts : theſe 
come out : theſe are my , my very guts, oh, oh, 
' Anſel, Takehimin Akt par a} 3 Tor SI TR NE. 

Omn, Avery pitteous fight, 7 2 NG 

Caſt. Father, 1 ſee you havea buſlie charge, i: . 
' Anſ. They mult beulde like chuldren, pleaſed with toyes, 
Andanone whiptfor their unralineſſe : FF 9999 
Ile ſhew you now apaire'quitedifierent 
From him that's gone; he was all words, andtheſc 
Unleffe you urge em, ſeldome ſpend their ſpeech, 

_ have their tongues: Iayou, or art : 
ell from the happy FoIN of minde, cal 
About 2 maiden that he low'd, and died : 


He followed her to Church, being full of 
And as her body wentunto the ground, 
He fell ftarke mad. This 1s a marned man, 
Was jcalous of a faire, but as fome fay, "I 
A very vertuous wife, and that fpoil'd him. TY 0 
2. fad. All theſe arewhoremongers,& lay with my wife : 
whoce, whore, whore. 
Fig. Obſerve him p | 
2 Aſad. GafferShoomaker,you pald on-my wites pumps, 
andthen creptintoher panrofles : hethere,ltetheve : this was 
her Tayker ; you cutouther looſe-bodied Gowne,and putina 
yard more then I allowed her, liethere by the Shoomaker:O 
maiſter Do&or/ are-you here? you gave mea Purgation, and 
then crept mto my wives Sabie, to feele her pulſes, and 
youtaid,, and ſhe faid , _—_ = 4 laid, thatthey went 
it a pat; pit a pat,pit.apat:DoCor,Ileput you anone intom 
Wiſes Urtall lier "L108 aloft Naoko i tha was'her ſchoole 
mailter, andeaught her to play upon the Virginalg, and (till 
his Jacks leapt up, up : you pnckt her out nothing but bawdy 
og a 


- 
- 


reares, 


The Honeſt Whave. 
' lefſonsbar Tlepricke you all, Fidler-Dofor : Tayler:ſhoo = 
maker : ſhoomaker, Fidter,DoRtor, Tayler : foylie with my 

wife agen now, | M9 8 

Caſtr. See how he notes the other, now he feeds. 

2 ad. Giveme:lome porridge. I -, 

2:1ad, The grivethee none, 

2,/1ad. Give me lome porridge. * 

3. Tad, le not giuethee a bye. td 34 
) 2,Mad. Give me that flap-dragon. IA uf} 

> Mad. Ile nat give thee a-{poonetall : thou lieſt; itsno 
- Dragonztis a Parrat,that'E bought for my ſweet heart,and-Ile 

keepe1t. Soma ned3 + aqiiy arias. 5 1 

2. 11d. Here's aneinterid forPariaty ho | 1, 

;./1an. Wang thy We. :- 7 1 onon 

2. Mad eres rope toriParmtyot 1) 

2. Mad. Eate itz for Le cate this. ITE 0D 3 aFLi3 Sh 

2. ad, Ie ſhoote#tthec;atthowhgwemienone... 

2. Mad. VV ut thous? Ws is RAO a. | 1605 motj! cf COLI) 
Mad. He runa tilt atthee, if thou!tgore menone. 
Maa. Wutrthou 2doeand thowdaritt, . 7. 
Had. Bounce. 15; ML IE 97E! 
3.Iad, OIam lame !murder;murder, marder, 

Lam llaine, my branes arebeatengur. .- 1 1 7 
Aaſ.How now you villains/bring me whips:Ile whip'you, 
3..Mad. 1am dead,ſlaine,ring out the bel{;for I am dead. 
Duke. How will you doe now ſirra?you/ha kill! d him, 

 ' 2. Mad, Veaniwer'tatSefltons : he waseating of almond 
Butter, and I long'd for't : the child had neverbeen delivered 
out of my belly, 1t I had not kill'd hum, Ile anfwert at Segj= 
ons, ſo my wite may be burnt. ith hand roo; | - © (| It 
Anſ, Take *hemn both : bury lum; for he's dead (hole: 
>.ad. Indeede, 1am dead, put me. 1 pray in a good pit | 
Mad, Ie anſlwer' tat Sefltons. "| Exennt,”" 
| Enter Bellafronte mad. | 

Auf. How now hulwite, whithergad you ? / ' 

Bell, Anatting forſooth : h»w.do you onffcrthow do you 

gafter? there'sa French curite for-you tao, : rf | 

Flu, 11s B ellafronte. Ve! 
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The Kowef Wha: IT 


Po. Tisthe poncke by'ch Lord. 
Duke. Father, what's (he pray? - 
e»/. As yetl know notz 
She came 1n but this day, talkes little rdlel "_ 
And therefore haz the treedame of the houle, 
Bell Doe not you know me2nor you, nor You. 
# Omn. Noudecd. 


Bell. Then youare an Aſle, and you an Afﬀte,and you are an 


Aſle, for L know you. | 
Anſ. Why whatare they?come, tell me,what are they? 


Bell, They are Hiſh-wives , will you buy anyGudgeons? 
pods ſanty, yonder come Friers, I knoyy them too : how doe 
you Fner? 14 

Enter Hipelito, Meailies, and Tnfelice diſgniſd i 2: tho 
habites of Eriers. 

Anſ. Nay, nay, aways you mult not trouble Fners: 


The Duke is heere, ſpeake-nothing. | 


Bell, Nay indeed yowſhall notzocs wee 1 ramatbarley - 


breake firſt-and you (hall beimbdlli;: - in ff Does 


Mat My puncke turn'd mad whore, as albenfalldweatred 


Hip. Say nothings butlteal hence, hen you ſpietime. 
Anſ. {le locke youtup, ity/areiuaruly; fie;-! | // 
Bell, F intoafoyney {bellnot.goc undtet, Ap I ba told 
*hem ther fortungs:.! - 20 antMiensccd gb 465; 211 24: 
Duke. Govd tarlier, Ly ber leave. 
Bell, I prays goodtather;and Fie ge you! my. bleſſing. 
Anſ, Wellthen, bebricte, but if you are eh: as unralie, 


I'le have you locke up talt... 
Pio. Come, to tier fortu nes. 
Zell, Let me {ec,1.2.3.and4.1'le begun with the little Fr- 


er firſt, heer'sa fine hand indeed, I never faw Frier have tuch a 


daintie hand 7hezre;$4 hand for a Ladiegheere's your fortune, 


Youlvve a Frier better thena Nun, 

Yec long you'l love no Frier, nor no Frers ſonne. 

Bow a little, the line of hfe is out, yetl amaftraid, 

For all y'are holy, you'U net die a man God give you joy. 


Now to you Fner.T#cke. _. 
at. God fend me good lucke.. 


K 2 Bell, 
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The Howe ft Whore. 
Ball. Youlove one, and one loaves you | 
You are a falſc knave, and ſhe's a Jew, 
Here 1s a Diall chat falſe ever goes. 
Mat. O your wet drops/ | 
Bell, 1roch lo does your nole: 
Nay lets ſhake hands with you too: 
Pray open, here'sa fine hand: 
Ho Frier ho, Godbe here, { 
So he had need : you'l keepe good cheare, 
Here's a free table, but a trozen breaft, 
For you'l itarve thole that Jove you beſt. : | | 
Yet youhavegood tortune, tarif'I ammo har, . - 
Then you are ho Frier, nor you, nor youno Frier, 


Ha, ha, ha. ' Dsſcovers then. - 1 
Du. Are holy habits clokes for villanie? 
Draw all your weapons. | 


flip. Doe,drawall your weapons. - 
» Dn. Whereare your weapons?drave. 
Own. The Frier haz guldus of *em + 
Mat. O raretricke! | 
Youha learn'd one mad point of Arithmetigke. 
_ Hip. Why ſwels your ſpleene ſo hie? 
Gainſt what boſom would ye your weapong draw 
Hers, tis your daughters:Mine, txs your ſonnes. | 
D#. Sonne!! Mat. Sonne, by yonder Sunne. 
Hip. You cannot ſhed blood here but tis your owne, 
To ſpill your owne blood were damnation: EG 
Lay ſmooth that wrinkled brow, and I'le throw 
My ſelfe berieath your feet: * 
Letit be rugged (tilland flinted ore, 
W hat can come forth but ſparkesthart will burne 
Your ſelte and us? ſhe's mine, my claime's good, 
She's mine by marriage, tho ſhe's yours by blood, 
I have a hand(deare Lord)deepe in this aR, 
ForlT torclawthisſtorme; yer willingly 
Put forth to meet 1t ; Oft have I feene a father 
W aſhing the wounds of hisdeare ſonne in tears, 
A ſonne to curſe the ſyord that ſtrucke his father, 


| Both 


OO 


The Honeſt Whore. 


Both flainerth quarrell of your families, 

Thoſe ſcars are now tane off : And I beſeech yo 

To feale our pardon, all wasto thisend, 

To turne the anvient hates of your two houſes 

To freſh greene friend{hip, » 

That your Loyes might loo ke 

Like the Spnngs Fortfiead, comfortably {veet: 

And your vext foules'm peacetull umon mere; 

Their blood will now be yours, yours will be theirs 

And happuneſle ſhall crowne your filver haires. 
Fla,X ou tee{ my Lord)thet*'s now no remedie, 

Onn, Beech your Lordihip. 

' Da. You beſcech farrt;you have me in place fit 

To bridleme, rife Frier, you may be glad 

Youcan make mad men tame,& tame men mad, 
Since Fate hath conquerd, I mult relt content, 

To ſtrive now, would but adde new puniſhment: 

I yeeld unto your happineſſe,be bleſt, 

Our families ſhall henceforth breach in reſt. . 
_ Om. Ohbappy change! 

Dw. Yours now is my conſent, . | 
I throw upon your joyes my full content, 

8e1, Am not I a good gurlefor finding the Fnierin the wel? 
Godsſo,yon are a i man: will not you buy me ſome ſu- 
gar plums, becauſe I am ſq good a fortune teller. 

Dx, Would thou hadit wit{thou pretty ſoule)to aske, 
AsT have willto give. | } 
. Bell. Prettie foule, a pretty ſoulets better then a prety bo- 
die : doe not you know my prettie ſoule? I know you :Isnot 
your name 2atheo? Mat. Yes lamb. 

Zell. Baa Lamb/there you lie, for I am mutton : looke fine 
man, he.was mad for me once, and I was mad for him once, 
. and he was mad for her once , and were you never mad? Yes 
I warrant, Ihad a fine jewell once , a verie fine jewell, and 
thatnaughty man ſtole it away from me , a vene fine and a 
rich jewell. 

Ds, \\ hat jewellprettie maide? 


Zet,Maide,nay that's a lie:O'twas a vene rich j evvell.call 
"vt K 5 2 Ma- 


The Honrſt Whore. 


2 Maicen head, and had notyouit leerer; 
Mat. Oat you mad aſle ! away. a 

Dx, Hadhe thy Maiden-head? 

He {hall make thee amends, and marne thee. 
Bell. Shall he > O brave «<Arthar of Bradley then? 
Da. Andithebeare the mind of a gentleman, 
I know he will. 
at, I thinke rified her of ſome paltry jewell. 
Du. Did you?then'marry her, you lce the __ 
Hazled her {pints 1nto a lunacie. 

Mat. How,marrie her my Lord?sfoote marrie a madwo- 
man:let a'man get the mel wife he can come by,ſhee'll be 
mad enough afterward, doe what he can. 

Dz. Nay then,father »/elmo here ſhall doe his beſt, 
To bring her to her wits, and will you then? 
A1at. I cannot tell, I may chooſe. 
Da. Nay then the Law jt allcompell:I tellyou : (ir, 
So much her hard fate tnoyesme,, youſhould notbreathun- 
derth1s aire, unlefſe you married her, 

at, Well then, when her wits tandin che right place, 
T'le marrie her, 

Bel, Ithanke your Grace: Aatheo, thou art mane: 
1am notmad, but put.on'this difguite, 7 Þ. 
Onely, for, you;my Lord : for;you cantell P60). 
Much wonder. of m&but YOU are gone: fateweil. +; 

Mathzo, thoudidll firit turne my loule blacke, 

Now make 1t'white agen : I doe proteſt, | 

I'm pure as hre now, chal ſteas Cynthiaes brelt; |. + 
Hip, I Farlt bel.yorne Mathdoſhee's indeed; 

Aar. Cony-catcht,culd, mult 1 Cul- in your flie- boat, 

Þe<cauſell helpc to reare your maine: -maſt fir(t? 
Plague found you for't,tis well, , 
The Cockold, {ftampesg g9es Carrant 10 all nations, 
5ome meu he hornes giv 'n themat thetr creations, 
' Tfi be one of thoſe,why to : tis better 

1 oOtakea common wench, and makeher good, 
1 423 one thatiimpers, and at firit will ſcarce 
Be tempted torth over the threſbold doore, 


Yet 


E 
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The Honeſt Whore. 

I" Yet mone fenohe turnes arrant whore 2 

* Come wench,thou ſhalt be mine.cive me thy gols, © 
Wer'ltalke of lezs hereafter : {&: my Lord, — 


| God guveus joy, Omn, God give yo1 joy - i 
[ Enter Candidoes wife ,and G eorge. 


Geo, Come mittris, we are in Bedlam now, * 
See, we come 1n pudding time, for here's the Duke. 
Wife. My husband good my Lord. 
' Dake. Havel thy husband ? 
Caſt.lts Candida my Lordghe's here amons the lunaticks: 
father An/elmazpray terch him foorth:this mad woman is his 
wite, and tho the were not with child, yet did ſhe long moſt 1 
ſpitetul'y to have her husband mad. and becauie ſhee would | 
be {are he ſhould turae, ]ewthe placed himhere mBethlem, | 
onder he comes. .....,_ . '\/ Enter, Candido with Anſelmo. 
Dake. Come hither Signtor,are you. mad ? 
C ang. Xouarenot.mad. +»: | 
Dake. Why Lknowthats +.) 4 | 1 
Card, Then may youknow Jam not mad that 
Know y*are not mad, and that y*are the Duke : 4 
None 1s mad here but.one, How doe you wife? _ + _, 
VW hatdoe you long for now ? pardon my Lord : , 
She had loit her childes noſe elſe : I did cut ont : 
Penyworths of lawne,the lawne was mine owne : 
A carpet was my gowne, yet *&was mine owne : 
I wore my mans coate, yet the cloth mine owne : 
Had a crackt crowne, the crowne was mine owne, 3 
She ſayesforcthis] am mad : were her words true, * 
T ſhould be mad indeed : O fooliſh skill / | 
Is patience madnefle ? Ile be a mad-man ſtill, _ 
wifey Forgive me,and Le yex your ſpirit no more. 
Dake. Come, come, wee'l have you triends,, 
Toyne hearts, joyne hands. 
Cand, Seermy Lord, weare even, 
| Nay nle, forill deeds kneele unto none but heaven, 
Duke. Signior, me thinkes patience haz laid on you 
Such heavy weight, that you ſhould loath it, 


Cand, Loath it ! 
Duke 


The Honeſt Whore. 
Duke, Vor he whole breaſt is tender, bloed ſo coole, 
That no' wrongs heate it, 15 a patient foole : 


VW hat comfort doe you finde in being ſo calme ? + 
C'ard, That which greene wounds receive ftom ſoveraigne 


Patience my Lord : why tis the ſoule ofpeace : (balme, 


Of all che yertues tis neer*ſt kin to heaven. 
Ie makes men looks like gods : the beſt of men 
That ere wore earth about him, was a ſufferer, 
A ſoft, meeke, patient,humble, tranquil! fpint, 
The firſt true Gentleman that eyerbreath'd, 
The Rtocke of Patience then cannot be poore : 
All it defires, it haz, what Monarchmore? 
_ Itisthe greatelt may to Law 3 

Thar can be, for it doth embrace all wrongs, 
And ſo chaines up Lawyers and W omens tongues. 
Tis the perp:tuall priſoners liberty ; | 
His wa}kesand orchards : tis the bond-(layes freedome, 
And makes him ſceme proud of each yron chaune, 
As tho he wore1it more for State then Paine's _ 
I: is che beggars muſicke, andthiys ings, + 6 RY 
Ajckough their bodies beg, their ſoules are Kings. 
{) my dread Liege [Tris the ſame blifle 
Reares us aloft; makes mgnand Angelskiffe. 
And laſt of all, to end a houthold iinfe;- 
Itis the hony gainlt a waſpiſh wife. | 
Dake. Thougiv fit hvely colours : whodare fay 
Hee's ; Me words march'n fogood atay? 
Twere {inne aK women ſhould fuch hasbandshave, 
For every man muttrhen be his wifes ſlave. 
Come therefore, you ſhallteachour Court to {hine, 
So calmea ſpirit 15worth a golden Mine, 


- 


Waves (with meeke hinsban Care” vexethem long,” .. 


- — - 


In Bedlam muſt they dyell, elſe dwell they wrong. 
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